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The  Inner  Shrine 

A  NOVEL 


CHAPTER  I 

HOUGH  she  had  counted  the  strokes 
of  every  hour  since  midnight,  Mrs. 
Eveleth  had  no  thought  of  going 
to  bed.  When  she  was  not  sitting  bolt 
upright,  indifferent  to  comfort,  in  one 
of  the  stiff-backed,  gilded  chairs,  she  was 
limping,  with  the  aid  of  her  cane,  up  and 
down  the  long  suite  of  salons,  listening 
for  the  sound  of  wheels.  She  knew  that 
George  and  Diane  would  he  surprised  to 
find  her  waiting  up  for  them,  and  that 
they  might  even  be  annoyed;  but  in  her 
state  of  dread  it  was  impossible  to  yield 
to  small  considerations. 

She  could  hardly  tell  how  this  presenti¬ 
ment  of  disaster  had  taken  hold  upon 
her,  for  the  beginning  of  it  must  have 
come  as  imperceptibly  as  the  first  flicker 
of  dusk  across  the  radiance  of  an  after¬ 
noon.  Looking  back,  she  could  almost 
make  herself  believe  that  she  had  seen  its 
shadow  over  her  early  satisfaction  in  her 
son’s  marriage  to  Diane.  Certainly  she 
had  felt  it  there  before  their  honeymoon 
was  over.  The  four  years  that  had  passed 
since  then  had  been  spent — or,  at  least, 
she  would  have  said  so  now — in  waiting 
for  the  peril  to  present  itself. 

And  yet,  had  she  been  called  on  to 
explain  why  she  saw  it  stalking  through 
the  darkness  of  this  particular  June 
night,  she  would  have  found  it  difficult 
to  give  coherent  statement  to  her  fear. 
Everything  about  her  was  pursuing  its 
normally  restless  round,  with  scarcely  a 
hint  of  the  exceptional.  If  life  in  Paris 
was  working  up  again  to  that  feverish 
climax  in  which  the  season  dies,  it 
was  only  what  she  had  witnessed  every 
year  since  the  last  days  of  the  Second 
Empire.  If  Diane’s  gayety  was  that 
of  excitement  rather  than  of  youth,  if 
George’s  depression  was  that  of  jaded 
effort  rather  than  of  satiated  pleasure, 
it  was  no  more  than  she  had  seen  in  them 
at  other  times.  She  acknowledged  that 
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she  had  few  facts  to  go  upon — that  she 
had  indeed  little  more  than  the  terrified 
prescience  which  warns  the  animal  of 
a  storm. 

There  were  moments  of  her  vigil  when 
she  tried  to  reassure  herself  with  the 
very  tenuity  of  her  reasons  for  alarm. 
It  was  a  comfort  to  think  how  little  there 
was  that  she  could  state  with  the  def¬ 
initeness  of  knowledge.  In  all  that  met 
the  eye  George’s  relations  to  Diane  were 
not  less  happy  than  in  the  first  days  of 
their  life  together.  If,  on  Diane’s  part, 
the  spontaneity  of  wedded  love  had  grad¬ 
ually  become  the  adroitness  of  domestic 
tact,  there  was  nothing  to  affirm  it  but 
Mrs.  Eveleth’s  own  power  of  divination. 
If  George  submitted  with  a  blinder  obe¬ 
dience  than  ever  to  each  new  extravagance 
of  Diane’s  Parisian  caprice,  there  was 
nothing  to  show  that  he  lived  beyond  his 
means  but  Mrs.  Eveleth’s  maternal  ap¬ 
prehension.  His  income  was  undoubted¬ 
ly  large,  and,  for  all  she  knew,  it  justified 
the  sumptuous  style  Diane  and  he  kept 
up.  Where  the  purchasing  power  of 
money  began  and  ended  was  something 
she  had  never  known.  Disorder  was  so 
frequent  in  her  own  affairs  that  when 
George  grew  up  she  had  been  glad  tc 
resign  them  to  his  keeping,  taking  what 
he  told  her  was  her  income.  As  for 
Diane,  her  fortune  was  so  small  as  to  be 
a  negligible  quantity  in  such  housekeep¬ 
ing  as  they  maintained — a  poverty  of  dot 
which  had  been  the  chief  reason  why 
her  noble  kinsfolk  had  consented  to  her 
marriage  with  an  American.  Looking 
round  the  splendid  house,  Mrs.  Eveleth 
was  aware  that  her  husband  could  never 
have  lived  in  it,  still  less  have  built  it: 
while  she  wondered  more  than  ever  how 
George,  who  led  the  life  of  a  Parisian 
man  of  fashion,  could  have  found  the 
means  of  doing  both. 

Mot  that  her  anxiety  centred  on  mate¬ 
rial  things ;  they  were  too  remote  from  the 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


t-n 

i  b 

general  activities  of  her  thought  for  that. 
She  distilled  her  fear  out  of  the  living 
atmosphere  around  her.  She  was  no  novice 
in  this  brilliant,  dissolute  society,  or  in 
the  meanings  hidden  behind  its  ap¬ 
parently  trivial  concerns.  Hints  that 
would  have  had  slight  significance  for 
one  less  expert,  she  found  luminous 
with  suggestion;  and  she  read  by  signs 
as  faint  as  those  in  which  the  redskin 
detects  the  passage  of  his  foe  across  the 
grass.  The  odd  smile  with  which  Diane 
went  out !  The  dull  silence  in  which 
George  came  home !  The  manufactured 
conversation!  The  forced  gayety!  The 
startling  pause!  The  effort  to  begin 
again,  and  keep  the  tone  to  one  of  com¬ 
mon  intercourse !  The  long  defile  of 
guests !  The  strangers  who  came,  grew 
intimate,  and  disappeared !  The  glances 
that  followed  Diane  when  she  crossed  a 
room !  The  shrug,  the  whisper,  the  sug¬ 
gestive  grimace,  at  the  mention  of  her 
name !  All  these  were  as  an  alphabet 
in  which  Mrs.  Eveleth,  grown  skilful  by 
long  years  of  observation,  read  what  had 
become  not  less  familiar  than  her 
mother  tongue. 

The  fact  that  her  misgivings  were  not 
new  made  it  the  more  difficult  to  under¬ 
stand  why  they  had  focussed  themselves 
to-night  into  this  great  fear.  There  had 
been  nothing  unusual  about  the  day,  ex¬ 
cept  that  she  had  seen  little  of  Diane, 
while  George  had  remained  shut  up  in 
his  room,  writing  letters  and  arranging 
or  destroying  papers.  There  had  been 
nothing  out  of  the  common  in  either  of 
them — not  even  the  frown  of  care  on 
George’s  forehead,  or  the  excited  light 
in  Diane’s  eyes — as  they  drove  away  in 
the  evening,  to  dine  at  the  Spanish  Em¬ 
bassy.  They  had  kissed  her  tenderly,  but 
it  was  not  till  after  they  had  gone  that 
it  seemed  to  her  as  if  they  had  been  taking 
a  farewell.  Then,  too,  other  little  tokens 
suddenly  became  ominous ;  while  some¬ 
thing  within  herself  seemed  to  say,  “  The 
hour  is  at  hand!” 

The  hour  is  at  hand !  Standing  in  the 
middle  of  one  of  the  gorgeous  rooms,  she 
repeated  the  words  softly,  marking  as 
she  did  so  their  incongruity  to  herself 
and  her  surroundings.  The  note  of  fatal¬ 
ity  jarred  on  the  harmony  of  this  well- 
ordered  life.  It  was  preposterous  that 
she,  who  had  always  been  hedged  round 


and  sheltered  by  pomp  and  circumstance, 
should  now  in  her  middle  age  be  menaced 
with  calamity.  She  dragged  herself  over 
to  one  of  the  long  mirrors  and  gazed  at 
her  reflection  pityingly. 

The  twitter  of  birds  startled  her  with 
the  knowledge  that  it  was  dawn.  Erom 
the  Embassy  George  and  Diane  were  to 
go  on  to  two  or  three  great  houses,  but 
surely  they  should  be  home  by  this  time ! 
The  reflection  meant  the  renewal  of  her 
fear.  Where  was  her  son  ?  Was  he  really 
with  his  wife  ?  or  had  the  moment  come 
when  he  must  take  the  law  into  his  own 
hands,  after  their  French  manner,  to 
avenge  himself  or  her?  She  knew  noth¬ 
ing  about  duelling,  but  she  had  the 
Anglo-Saxon  mother’s  dread  of  it.  She 
had  always  hoped  that,  notwithstanding 
the  social  code  under  which  he  lived, 
George  would  keep  clear  of  any  such 
brutal  senselessness;  but  lately  she  had 
begun  to  fear  that  the  conventions  of  the 
world  would  prove  the  stronger,  and  that 
the  time  when  they  would  do  so  was  not 
far  away. 

Pulling  back  the  curtains  from  one 
of  the  windows,  she  opened  it  and  stepped 
out  on  a  balcony,  where  the  long  strip 
of  the  Quai  d’Orsay  stretched  below  her, 
in  gray  and  silent  emptiness.  On  the 
swift,  leaden-colored  current  of  the  Seine, 
spanned  here  and  there  by  ghostly  bridges, 
mysterious  barges  plied  weirdly  through 
the  twilight.  Up  on  the  left  the  Arc 
de  Triomphe  began  to  emerge  dimly  out 
of  night,  while  down  on  the  right  the 
line  of  the  Louvre  lay,  black  and  sinister, 
beneath  the  towers  and  spires  that  faint¬ 
ly  detached  themselves  against  the  grow¬ 
ing  saffron  of  the  morning.  High  above 
all  else,  the  domes  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
were  white  with  the  rays  of  the  unrisen 
sun,  like  those  of  the  City  which  came 
down  from  God. 

It  was  so  different  from  the  cheerful 
Paris  of  broad  daylight  that  she  was 
drawing  back  with  a  shudder,  when  over 
the  Pont  de  la  Concorde  she  discerned 
the  approach  of  a  motor-brougham. 

Closing  the  window,  she  hurried  to  the 
stairway.  It  was  still  night  within  the 
house,  and  the  one  electric  light  left 
burning  drew  forth  dull  gleams  from  the 
wrought-metal  arabesques  of  the  splendid¬ 
ly  sweeping  balustrade.  When,  on  the 
ringing  of  the  bell,  the  door  opened  and 
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she  went  down,  she  had  the  strange  sensa¬ 
tion  of  entering  on  a  new  era  in  her  life. 

Though  she  recalled  that  impression  in 
after-years,  for  the  moment  she  saw 
nothing  but  Diane,  all  in  vivid  red,  in 
the  act  of  letting  the  voluminous  black 
cloak  fall  from  her  shoulders  into  the 
sleepy  footman’s  hands. 

“  Bon jour,  'petite  mere!”  Diane  called, 
with  a  nervous  laugh,  as  Mrs.  Eveleth 
paused  on  the  lower  steps  of  the  stairs. 

“  Where  is  George  ?” 

She  could  not  keep  the  tone  of  anxiety 
out  of  her  voice,  but  Diane  answered  with 
ready  briskness : 

“George?  I  don’t  know.  Hasn’t  he 
come  home  ?” 

“  You  must  know  he  hasn’t  come  home. 
Weren’t  you  together?” 

“  We  were  together  till — let  me  see ! — 
whose  house  was  it? — till  after  the  cotil¬ 
lon  at  Madame  de  Vaudreuil’s.  He  left 
me  there  and  went  to  the  Jockey  Club 
with  Monsieur  de  Melcourt,  while  I  drove 
on  to  the  Roehefoucaulds.” 

She  turned  away  towards  the  dining¬ 
room,  but  it  was  impossible  not  to  catch 
the  tremor  in  her  voice  over  the  last 
words.  In  her  ready  English  there  was  a 
slight  foreign  intonation,  as  well  as  that 
trace  of  an  Irish  accent  which  quickly 
yields  to  emotion.  Standing  at  the  table 
in  the  dining-room  where  refreshments 
had  been  laid,  she  poured  out  a  glass  of 
wine,  and  Mrs.  Eveleth  could  see  from 
the  threshold  that  she  drank  it  thirstily, 
as  one  who  before  everything  else  needs 
a  stimulant  to  keep  her  up.  At  the  en¬ 
trance  of  her  mother-in-law  she  was  on 
her  guard  again,  and  sank  languidly  into 
the  nearest  chair. 

“  Oh,  I’m  so  hungry !”  she  yawned, 
pulling  off  her  gloves,  and  pretending  to 
nibble  at  a  sandwich.  “  Do  sit  down,” 
she  went  on,  as  Mrs.  Eveleth  remained 
standing.  “  I  should  think  you’d  be 
hungry,  too.” 

“  Aren’t  you  surprised  to  see  me  sitting 
up,  Diane?” 

“  I  wasn’t,  but  I  can  be,  if  that’s  my 
cue,”  Diane  laughed. 

At  the  nonchalance  of  the  reply  Mrs. 
Eveleth  was,  for  a  second,  half  deceived. 
Was  it  possible  that  she  had  only  con¬ 
jured  up  a  waking  nightmare,  and  that 
there  was  nothing  to  be  afraid  of,  after 
all?  Possessing  the  French  quality  of 
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frankness  to  an  unusual  degree,  it  was 
difficult  for  Diane  to  act  a  part  at  any 
time.  With  all  her  Parisian  finesse  her 
nature  was  as  direct  as  lightning,  while  her 
glance  had  that  fulness  of  candor  which 
can  never  be  assumed.  Looking  at  her 
now,  with  her  elbows  on  the  table,  and 
the  sandwich  daintily  poised  between  the 
thumb  and  forefinger  of  her  right  hand, 
it  was  hard  to  connect  her  with  tragic 
possibilities.  There  were  pearls  around 
her  neck,  and  diamonds  on  her  wrists 
and  in  her  hair;  but  to  the  wholesome¬ 
ness  of  her  personality  jewels  were  no 
more  than  dew  on  the  freshness  of  a 
summer  morning. 

“  I  thought  you’d  be  surprised  to  find 
me  sitting  up,”  Mrs.  Eveleth  began 
again,  “  but  the  truth  is  I  couldn’t  go 
to  bed  while — ” 

“  I’m  glad  you  didn’t,”  Diane  broke 
in,  with  an  evident  intention  to  keep 
the  conversation  in  her  own  hands.  “  I’m 
not  in  the  least  sleepy.  I  could  sit  here 
and  talk  till  morning — though  I  suppose 
it’s  morning  now.  Really  the  time  to  live 
is  between  midnight  and  six  o’clock.  One 
has  a  whole  set  of  emotions  then  that 
never  come  into  play  during  the  other 
eighteen  hours  of  the  day.  They  say 
it’s  the  minute  when  the  soul  comes  near¬ 
est  to  parting  with  the  body,  so  I  sup¬ 
pose  that’s  the  reason  we  can  see  things, 
during  the  wee  sma’  hours,  by  the  light 
of  the  invisible  spheres.” 

“  I  should  be  quite  content  with  the 
light  of  this  world — ” 

“  Oh,  I  shouldn’t,”  Diane  broke  in, 
with  renewed  eagerness  to  talk  against 
time.  “  It’s  like  being  content  with 
words,  and  having  no  need  of  music. 
It’s  like  being  satisfied  with  photographs, 
and  never  wanting  real  pictures.” 

“  Diane,”  Mrs.  Eveleth  interrupted,  “  I 
insist  that  you  let  me  speak.” 

“  Speak,  petite  mere ?  What  are  you 
doing  but  speaking  now?  I’m  scarcely 
saying  a  word.  I’m  too  tired  to  talk. 
If  you’d  spent  the  last  eight  or  ten 
hours  trying  to  get  yourself  down  to 
the  conversational  level  of  your  part¬ 
ners,  you’d  know  what  I’ve  been  through. 
We  women  must  be  made  of  steel 
to  stand  it.  If  you  had  only  seen  me 
this  evening — ” 

“  Listen  to  me,  Diane;  don’t  joke.  This 
is  no  time  for  that.” 
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“Joke!  I  never  felt  less  like  joking 
in  my  life,  and — ” 

She  broke  off  with  a  little  hysterical  gasp, 
so  that  Mrs.  Eveleth  got  another  chance. 

“  1  know  you  don’t  feel  like  joking, 
and  still  less  do  I.  There’s  something 
wrong.” 

“  Is  there  ?  What  ?”  Diane  made  an 
effort  to  recover  herself.  “  I  hope  it  isn’t 
indiscreet  to  ask,  because  I  need  the 
bracing  effect  of  a  little  scandal.” 

“  Isn’t  it  for  you  to  tell  me  ?  You’re 
concealing  something  of  which — ” 

“  Oh,  come  now,  petite  mere!  Is  that 
quite  honest?  First  you  say  there’s  some¬ 
thing  wrong;  and  then,  when  I’m  all 
agog  to  hear  it,  you  saddle  me  with  the 
secret.  That’s  what  you  call  in  English 
a  sell,  isn’t  it?  A  sell!  What  a  fun¬ 
ny  little  word !  I  often  wonder  who 
invents  the  slang.  Parrots  pass  it  along, 
of  course,  but  it  must  take  some  clever¬ 
ness  to  start  it.  And  isn’t  it  curious,” 
she  went  on,  breathlessly,  “  how  a  new 
bit  of  slang  always  fills  a  vacant  place 
in  the  language?  The  minute  you  hear 
it  you  know  it’s  what  you’ve  always  want¬ 
ed.  I  suppose  the  reason  we’re  obliged 
to  use  the  current  phrase  is  because  it 
expresses  the  current  need.  When  the 
hour  passes,  the  need  passes  with  it,  and 
something  new  must  be  coined  to  meet 
the  new  situation.  I  should  think  a  most 
interesting  book  might  be  written  on  the 
Psychology  of  Slang,  and  if  I  wasn’t  so 
busy  with  other  things — ” 

“  Diane,  I  entreat  you  to  answer  me. 
Where  is  George  ?” 

“  Why,  I  must  have  forgotten  to  tell 
you  that  he  went  to  the  Jockey  Club 
with  Monsieur  de  Melcourt — ” 

“You  did  tell  me  so;  but  that  isn’t  ail. 
Has  he  gone  anywhere  else?” 

“How  should  I  know,  petite  mere ? 
Where  should  he  go  but  come  home?” 

“  Has  he  gone  to  fight  a  duel  ?” 

The  question  surprised  Diane  into  par¬ 
tially  dropping  her  mask.  Eor  an  instant 
she  was  puzzled  for  an  answer. 

“  Men  who  fight  duels,”  she  said,  at 
last,  “  don’t  generally  tell  their  wives 
beforehand.” 

“  But  did  George  tell  you  ?” 

Again  Diane  hesitated  before  speak- 
ing. 

“  What  a  queer  question !”  was  all  she 
could  find  to  say. 


“  It’s  a  question  I  have  a  right  to  ask.” 

“  But  have  I  a  right  to  answer  ?” 

“  If  you  don’t  answer,  you  leave  me  to 
infer  that  he  has.” 

“  Of  course  I  can’t  keep  you  from  in¬ 
ferring,  but  isn’t  that  what  they  call 
meeting  trouble  half-way?” 

“  I  must  meet  trouble  as  it  comes  to  me.”  . 

“  But  not  before  it  comes.  That’s 
my  point.” 

“  It  has  come.  It’s  here.  I’m  sure  of 
it.  He’s  gone  to  fight.  You  know  it. 
You’ve  sent  him.  Oh,  Diane,  if  he  comes 
to  harm,  his  blood  will  be  on  your  head.” 

Diane  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  took 
another  sandwich. 

“  I  don’t  see  that.  In  the  first  place, 
it’s  quite  unlikely  there’ll  be  any  blood 
at  all — or  more  than  a  very  little.  One 
of  the  things  I  admire  in  men — nur  men, 
especially — is  the  maximum  of  courage 
with  which  they  avenge  their  honor, 
coupled  with  the  minimum  of  damage 
they  work  in  doing  it.  It  must  require 
a  great  deal  of  skill.  I  know  I  should 
never  have  the  nerve  for  it.  I  should  kill 
my  man  every  time  he  didn’t  kill  me. 
But  they  hardly  ever  do.” 

“  How  can  you  say  that?  Wasn’t  Mon¬ 
sieur  de  Cretteville  killed  ?  and  Mon¬ 
sieur  Lalanne?” 

“  That  makes  two  cases.  I  implied  that 
it  happens  sometimes — generally  by  in¬ 
advertence.  But  it  isn’t  likely  to  do  so 
in  this  instance — at  least  not  to  George. 
He’s  an  excellent  shot — and  I  believe  it 
was  to  be  pistols.” 

“  Then  it’s  true !  Oh,  my  God,  I  know 
I  shall  lose  him !” 

She  flung  her  cane  to  the  floor  and 
dropped  into  a  seat,  leaning  on  the  table 
and  covering  her  face  with  her  hands. 
For  a  minute  she  moaned  harshly,  but 
when  she  looked  up  her  eyes  were  tearless. 

“  And  this  is  my  reward,”  she  cried, 
“  for  the  kindness  I’ve  shown  you !  After 
all,  you  are  nothing  but  a  wanton.” 

Diane  kept  her  self-control,  but  she 
grew  pale. 

“  That’s  odd,”  was  all  she  permitted 
herself  to  say,  delicately  flicking  the 
crumbs  from  her  finger-tips ;  “  because  it 
was  to  prove  the  contrary  that  George 
called  Monsieur  de  Bienville  out.” 

“Bienville!  You’ve  stooped  to  him?'y 

“  Did  I  say  so  ?”  Diane  asked,  with  a 
sudden  significant  lifting  of  the  head. 
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“  There’s  no  need  to  say  so.  There 
must  have  been  something — ” 

“  There  was  something  —  something 
Monsieur  de  Bienville  invented.” 

“Wasn’t  it  a  pity  for  him  to  go  to  the 
trouble  of  invention — ?” 

“  When  he  could  have  found  so  much 
that  was  true,”  Diane  finished,  with 
dangerous  quietness.  “  That’s  what  you 
were  going  to  say,  isn’t  it?” 

“  You  have  no  right  to  ascribe  words 
to  me  that  I  haven’t  uttered.  I  never 
said  so.” 

“No;  that’s  true;  I  prefer  to  say  it 
for  you.  It’s  safer,  in  that  it  leaves  me 
nothing  to  resent.” 

“  Oh,  what  shall  I  do !  What  shall  I 
do!”  Mrs.  Eveleth  moaned,  wringing  her 
hands.  “  My  boy  is  gone  from  me.  He 
will  never  come  back.  I’ve  always  been 
sure  that  if  he  ever  did  this,  it  would  be 
the  end.  It’s  my  fault  for  having 
brought  him  up  among  your  foolish,  hot¬ 
headed  people.  He  will  have  thrown  his 
life  away — and  for  nothing!” 

“No;  not  that,”  Diane  corrected;  “not 
even  if  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?  If  the  worst 
comes  to  the  worst,  he  will  have  sacrificed 
himself — ” 

“For  my  honor;  and  George  himself 
would  be  the  first  to  tell  you  that  it’s 
worth  dying  for.” 

Diane  rose  as  she  spoke,  Mrs.  Eveleth 
following  her  example.  For  a  brief  in¬ 
stant  they  stood  as  if  measuring  one  an¬ 
other’s  strength,  till  they  started  with  a 
simultaneous  shock  at  the  sharp  call  of 
the  telephone  from  an  adjoining  room. 
With  a  smothered  cry  Diane  sprang  to 
answer  it,  while  Mrs.  Eveleth,  helpless 
with  dread,  remained  standing,  as  though 
frozen  to  the  spot 

"  Oui — out — oui ,”  came  Diane’s  voice, 
speaking  eagerly.  “  Oui,  c’est  bien  Ma¬ 
dame  George  Eveleth.  Oui,  oui.  Non.  Je 
comprends.  C’est  Monsieur  de  Melcourt. 
Oui — oui —  Dites-le-moi  tout  de  suite — ■ 
j’ insist  e —  Oui — oui.  Ali-h-h!” 

The  last,  prolonged,  choking  exclama¬ 
tion  came  as  the  cry  of  one  who  sinks, 
smitten  to  the  heart.  Mrs.  Eveleth  was 
able  to  move  at  last.  When  she  reached 
the  other  room,  Diane  was  crouched  in  a 
little  heap  on  the  floor. 

“He’s  dead?  He’s  dead?”  the  mother 
cried,  in  frenzied  questioning. 


But  Diane,  with  glazed  eyes  and  part¬ 
ed  lips,  could  only  nod  her  head  in 
affirmation. 

CHAPTER  II 

URING  the  days  immediately  fol¬ 
lowing  George  Eveleth’s  death  the 
two  women  who  loved  him  found  them¬ 
selves  separated  by  the  very  quality  of 
their  grief.  While  Diane’s  heart  was 
clamorous  with  remorse,  the  mother’s  was 
poignantly  calm.  It  was  generally  re¬ 
marked,  in  the  Franco-American  circles 
where  the  tragedy  was  talked  of,  that  Mrs. 
Eveleth  displayed  unexpected  strength  of 
character.  It  was  a  matter  of  common 
knowledge  that  she  shrank  from  none 
of  the  terrible  details  it  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  supervise,  and  that  she  was 
capable  of  giving  her  attention  to  her 
son’s  practical  affairs. 

It  was  not  till  a  fortnight  had  passed 
that  the  two  women  came  face  to  face 
alone.  The  few  occasions  on  which  they 
had  met  hitherto  had  been  those  of  sol¬ 
emn  public  mourning,  when  the  great 
questions  between  them  necessarily  re¬ 
mained  untouched.  The  desire  to  keep 
apart  was  common  to  both,  for  neither 
was  sufficiently  mistress  of  herself  to  be 
ready  for  a  meeting. 

The  first  movement  came  from  Diane’s 
side.  During  her  long,  speechless  days  of 
self-upbraiding  certain  thoughts  had  been 
slowly  forming  themselves  into  resolu¬ 
tions;  but  it  was  on  impulse  rather  than 
reflection  that,  at  last,  she  summoned  up 
strength  to  knock  at  Mrs.  Eveleth’s  door. 

She  entered  timidly,  expecting  to  find 
some  manifestation  of  grief  similar  to 
her  own.  She  was  surprised,  therefore, 
to  see  her  mother-in-law  sitting  at  her 
desk,  with  a  number  of  businesslike  papers 
before  her.  She  held  a  pencil  between  her 
fingers,  and  was  evidently  in  the  act  of 
adding  up  long  rows  of  figures. 

“  Oh,  come  in,”  she  said,  briefly,  as 
Diane  appeared.  “  Excuse  me  a  minute. 
Sit  down.” 

Diane  seated  herself  by  an  open  win¬ 
dow  looking  out  on  the  garden.  It  was 
a  hot  morning  towards  the  end  of  J une, 
and  from  the  neighboring  streets  came 
the  dull  rumble  of  Paris.  Beyond  the 
garden,  through  an  opening,  she  could  see 
a  procession  of  carriages,  probably  a  wed¬ 
ding,  on  its  way  to  Sainte  Clotilde.  It 
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was  her  first  glimpse  of  the  outside  world 
since  that  gray  morning  when  she  had 
driven  home  alone,  and  the  very  fact  that 
it  could  be  pursuing  its  round  indifferent 
to  her  calamity,  impelled  her  to  turn 
her  gaze  away. 

It  was  then  that  she  had  time  to  note 
the  changes  wrought  in  Mrs.  Eveleth ;  and 
it  was  like  finding  winter  where  she  ex¬ 
pected  no  more  than  the  first  genial  touch 
of  autumn.  The  softnesses  of  lingering 
youth  had  disappeared,  stricken  out  by 
the  hard,  straight  lines  of  gravity. 
Never  having  known  her  mother-in-law 
as  other  than  a  woman  of  fashion,  Diane 
was  awed  by  this  dignified,  sorrowing 
matron,  who  carried  the  sword,  of  mother¬ 
hood  in  her  heart. 

It  was  a  long  time  before  Mrs.  Eveleth 
laid  her  pencil  down  and  raised  her  head. 
Eor  a  few  minutes  neither  had  the  power  of 
words,  but  it  was  Diane  who  spoke  at  last. 

“  I  can  understand,”  she  faltered,  “  that 
you  don’t  want  to  see  me;  but  I’ve  come 
to  tell  you  that  I’m  going  away.” 

“  You’re  going  away  ?  Where?” 

The  words  were  spoken  gently  and  as 
if  in  some  absence  of  mind.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  Mrs.  Eveleth  was  scarcely  think¬ 
ing  of  Diane’s  words — she  was  so  intent 
on  the  poor  little,  tear-wan  face  before 
her.  She  had  always  known  that  Diane’s 
attractions  were  those  of  coloring  and 
vivacity,  and  now  that  she  had  lost  these, 
she  was  like  an  extinguished  lamp. 

“  I  haven’t  made  up  my  mind  yet,” 
Diane  replied,  “  but  I  want  you  to  know 
that  you’ll  be  freed  from  my  presence.” 

“  What  makes  you  think  I  want  to 
be — freed  ?” 

“  You  must  know  that  I  killed  George. 
You  said  that  night  that  his  blood  would 
be  on  my  head — and  it  is.” 

“  If  I  said  that,  I  spoke  under  the  stress 
of  terror  and  excitement — ” 

“  You  needn’t  try  to  take  back  the 
words;  they  were  quite  true.” 

“  True  in  what  sense?” 

“In  almost  every  sense;  certainly  in 
every  sense  that’s  vital.  If  it  hadn’t  been 
for  me,  George  would  be  here  now.” 

“  It’s  never  wflse  to  speculate  on  what 
might  have  happened  if  it  hadn’t  been  for 
us.  There’s  no  end  to  the  useless  torture 
we  can  inflict  on  ourselves  in  that  way.” 

“  I  don’t  think  there  ought  to  be  an 
end  to  it.” 


“  Have  you  anything  in  particular  to 
reproach  yourself  with?” 

“  I’ve  everything.” 

“  That  means,  then,  that  there’s  no  one 
incident — or  person —  I  didn’t  know 
but — ”  She  hesitated,  and  Diane  took 
up  the  sentence. 

“  You  didn’t  know  but  what  I  had 
given  George  specific  reason  for  his  act. 
I  may  as  well  tell  you  that  I  never  did — 
at  least  not  in  the  sense  in  which  you 
mean  it.  George  always  knew  that  I 
loved  him,  and  that  I  was  true  to  him.  He 
trusted  me,  and  was  justified  in  doing  so. 
It  wasn’t  that.  It  was  the  whole  thing — 
the  whole  life.  There  was  nothing  worthy 
in  it  from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  I 
played  with  fire,  and  while  George  knew  it 
was  only  playing,  it  was  fire  all  the  same.” 

“  But  you  say  you  were  never — burnt.” 

“  If  I  wasn’t,  others  were.  I  led  men 
on  till  they  thought — till  they  thought — 
I  don’t  know  how  to  say  it — ” 

“  Till  they  thought  you  should  have  led 
them  farther?” 

“  Precisely ;  and  Bienville  was  one  of 
them.  It  wasn’t  entirely  his  fault.  I 
allowed  him  to  think — to  think — oh, 
all  sorts  of  things ! — and  then  when  I 
was  tired  of  him,  I  turned  him  into 
ridicule.  I  took  advantage  of  his  folly 
to  make  him  the  laughing-stock  of  Paris; 
and  to  avenge  himself  he  lied.  He  said 
I  had  been  his —  No;  I  can’t  tell  you.” 

“  I  understand.  You  needn’t  tell  me. 
You  needn’t  tell  me  any  more.” 

“  There  isn’t  much  more  to  tell  that  I 
can  put  into  words.  It  was  always — just 
like  that — just  as  it  was  with  Bienville. 
He  wasn’t  the  only  one.  I  made  coquetry 
a  game — but  a  game  in  which  I  cheated. 
I  was  never  fair  to  any  of  them.  It’s 
only  the  fact  that  the  others  were  more 
honorable  than  Bienville  that’s  kept  what 
has  happened  now  from  having  happened 
long  ago.  It  might  have  come  at  any 
time.  I  thought  it  a  fine  thing  to  be 
able  to  trifle  with  passion.  I  didn’t  know 
I  was  only  trifling  with  death.  Oh,  if 
I  had  been  a  good  woman,  George  would 
have  been  with  us  still !” 

“  You  mustn’t  blame  yourself,”  the 
mother-in-law  said,  speaking  with  some 
difficulty,  “  for  more  than  your  own  share 
of  our  troubles.  I  want  to  talk  to 
you  quite  frankly,  and  tell  you  things 
you’ve  never  known.  The  beginning  of 
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the  sorrows  that  have  come  to  us  dates 
very  far  back — back  to  a  time  before  you 
were  born.” 

“  Oh  ?” 

Diane’s  brown  eyes,  swimming  in 
tears,  opened  wide  in  a  sort  of  mourn¬ 
ful  curiosity. 

“  I  admit,”  Mrs.  Eveleth  continued, 
“  that  in  the  first  hours  of  our — our  be¬ 
reavement  I  had  some  such  thoughts  about 
you  as  you’ve  just  expressed.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  if  you  had  lived  differently, 
George  might  have  been  spared  to  us.  It 
took  reflection  to  show  me  that  if  you  had 
lived  differently,  George  himself  wouldn’t 
have  been  satisfied.  The  life  you  led 
was  the  one  he  cared  for — the  one  I 
taught  him  to  care  for.  The  origin  of 
the  wrong  has  to  be  traced  back  to  me.” 

“To  you?”  Diane  uttered  the  words 
in  increasing  wonder.  It  was  strange 
that  a  first  role  in  the  drama  could  be 
played  by  any  one  but  herself. 

“  I've  always  thought  it  a  little  odd,” 
Mrs.  Eveleth  observed,  after  a  brief 
pause,  “  that  you’ve  never  been  interested 
to  hear  about  our  family.” 

“  I  didn’t  know  there  wras  anything  to 
tell,”  Diane  answered,  innocently. 

“  I  suppose  there  isn’t,  from  your  Eu¬ 
ropean  point  of  view;  but,  as  we  Amer¬ 
icans  see  things,  there’s  a  good  deal  that’s 
significant.  Foreigners  care  so  little 
about  who  or  what  wTe  are,  so  long  as  we 
have  money — ” 

Diane  raised  her  hand  in  a  gesture  of 
deprecation,  intimating  that  such  was  not 
her  attitude  of  mind. 

“  — that  I’ve  never  wanted  to  bore  you 
with  what,  after  all,  wasn’t  necessary  for 
you  to  hear.  I  shouldn’t  do  so  now  if  it 
had  not  become  important.  There’s  a 
great  deal  to  settle  and  arrange.” 

“  I  can  understand  that  there  must  be 
business  affairs,”  Diane  murmured,  for 
the  sake  of  saying  something. 

“Exactly;  and  in  order  to  make  them 
clear  to  you  I  must  take  you  a  little 
farther  back  into  our  history  than  you’ve 
ever  gone  before.  I  want  you  to  see  how 
much  more  responsible  I  am  than  you 
for  our  calamity.  You  were  born  into 
this  life  of  Paris,  while  I  came  into  it 
of  my  own  accord.  You  did  nothing  but 
yield  naturally  to  the  influences  around 
you,  while  I  accepted  them  after  having 
been  fully  warned.  If  you  knew  a  little 


more  of  our  American  ideals  I  should 
find  it  easier  to  explain.” 

“  I  should  like  to  hear  about  them,” 
Diane  said,  sympathetically.  The  new 
interest  was  beginning  to  take  her  out 
of  herself. 

“  My  husband  and  I,”  Mrs.  Eveleth 
went  on  again,  “belong  to  that  New 
York  element  which  dates  back  to  the 
time  when  the  city  was  New  Amsterdam, 
and  the  State,  the  New  Netherlands.  To 
you  that  means  nothing,  but  in  America 
it  tells  much.  I  was  Naomi  de  Ruyte’r; 
my  husband,  on  his  mother’s  side,  was  a 
Van  Tromp.” 

“Really?”  Diane  murmured,  feeling 
that  Mrs.  Eveleth’s  tone  of  pride  required 
a  response.  “  I  know  there’s  a  Mr.  V an 
Tromp  here — the  American  banker.” 

“  He  is  of  the  same  family  as  my  hus¬ 
band’s  mother.  For  nearly  three  hundred 
years  they’ve  lived  on  the  island  of  Man¬ 
hattan,  and  seen  their  farms  and  pastures 
grow  into  the  second  city  in  the  world. 
The  world  has  poured  in  on  them,  lit¬ 
erally  in  millions.  It  would  have  sub¬ 
merged  them  if  there  hadn’t  been  some¬ 
thing  in  that  old  stock  that  couldn’t  be 
kept  down.  However  high  the  tide  rose, 
they  floated  on  the  top.  My  people  vTere 
thrifty  and  industrious.  They  worked 
hard,  saved  money,  and  lived  in  simple 
ways.  They  cared  little  for  pleasure,  for 
beauty,  or  for  any  of  the  forms  of  art ; 
but,  on  the  contrary,  they  lived  for  work, 
for  religion,  for  learning,  and  all  the 
other  high  and  serious  pursuits.  It  was 
fine;  but  I  hated  it.”  ’ 

“  Naturally.” 

“  I  longed  to  get  away  from  it,  and 
when  I  married  I  persuaded  my  husband 
to  give  up  his  profession'  and  his  home 
in  order  to  establish  himself  here.” 

“  But  surely  you  can’t  regret  that  ? 
You  were  free.” 

“  Only  the  selfish  and  the  useless  are 
ever  free.  Those  who  are  worth  anything 
in  this  world  are  bound  by  a  hundred 
claims  upon  them.  They  must  either 
stay  caught  in  the  meshes  of  love  and 
duty,  or  wrench  themselves  away — and 
that’s  what  I  did.  Perhaps  I  suffered  less 
than  many  people  in  doing  the  same 
thing;  but  I  cannot  say  that  I  haven’t 
suffered  at  all.” 

“  But  you’ve  had  a  happy  life — till 
now.” 
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“  I’ve  had  what  I  wanted — which  may 
be  happiness,  or  may  not  be.” 

“  I’ve  heard  that  you  were  very  much 
admired.  Madame  de  Noailles  has  told 
me  that  when  you  appeared  at  the  Tuile- 
ries,  no  one  was  more  graceful,  not  even 
the  Empress  herself.” 

“  I  had  what  I  wanted,”  she  repeated, 
with  a  sigh.  “  I  don’t  deny  that  I  en¬ 
joyed  it;  and  yet  I  question  now  if  I 
did  right.  When  my  husband  died,  and 
George  was  a  little  boy,  my  friends  made 
one  last  effort  to  induce  me  to  take  him 
back,  and  bring  him  up  in  his  own  coun¬ 
try.  I  ignored  their  opinions,  because 
all  their  views  were  so  different  from 
mine.  I  was  young  and  independent, 
and  enamored  of  the  life  I  had  begun  to 
lead.  I  had  scruples  of  conscience  from 
time  to  time;  but  when  George  grew  up 
and  developed  the  tastes  I  had  bred  in 
him,  I  let  other  considerations  go.  I  was 
pleased  with  his  success  in  the  little  world 
of  Paris,  just  as  I  had  been  flattered  by 
my  own.  When  he  fell  in  love  with  you 
I  urged  him  to  marry  you,  not  because 
of  anything  in  yourself,  but  because  you 
were  Mademoiselle  de  la  Eerronays,  the 
last  of  an  illustrious  family.  I  looked 
upon  the  match  as  a  useful  alliance  for 
him  and  me.  I  encouraged  George  in 
extravagance.  I  encouraged  him  when  he 
began  to  live  in  a  style  far  more  expen¬ 
sive  than  anything  to  which  he  had  been 
accustomed.  I  encouraged  him  when  he 
built  this  house.  I  wanted  to  impress 
you;  I  wanted  you  to  see  that  the  Amer¬ 
ican  could  give  you  a  more  splendid  home 
than  any  European  you  were  likely  to 
marry,  however  exalted  his  rank.  I  was 
not  without  fears  that  George  was  spend¬ 
ing  too  much  money;  but  we’ve  always 
had  plenty  for  whatever  we  wanted  to 
do;  and  so  I  let  him  go  on  when  I  should 
have  stopped  him.  It  was  my  vanity. 
It  wasn’t  his  fault.  He  inherited  a  large 
fortune;  and  if  I  had  only  brought  him 
up  wisely,  it  would  have  been  enough.” 

“  And  wasn’t  it  enough  ?” 

In  spite  of  her  growing  dread  Diane 
brought  out  the  question  firmly.  Mrs. 
Eveleth  sat  one  long  minute  motionless, 
with  hands  clasped,  with  lips  parted,  and 
with  suspended  breath. 

“  No.” 

The  monosyllable  seemed  to  fill  the  room. 
It  echoed  and  re-echoed  in  Diane’s  ears 


like  the  boom  of  a  cannon.  While  her 
outward  vision  took  in  such  details  as 
the  despair  in  Mrs.  Eveleth’s  face,  the 
folds  of  crape  on  her  gown,  the  Watteau 
picture  on  the  panel  of  moss-green  and 
gold  that  formed  the  background,  all  the 
realities  of  life  seemed  to  be  dissolving 
into  chaos,  as  the  glories  of  the  sunset 
sink  into  a  black  and  formless  mass. 
When  Mrs.  Eveleth  spoke  again,  her  voice 
sounded  as  though  it  came  from  far  away. 

“  I  want  to  take  all  the  blame  upon 
myself.  If  it  hadn’t  been  for  me,  George 
would  never  have  gone  to  such  extremes.” 

“  Extremes  ?” 

Diane  spoke  not  so  much  from  the  de¬ 
sire  to  speak  as  from  the  necessity  of 
forcing  her  reeling  intelligence  back  to 
the  world  of  fact. 

“  I’m  afraid  there’s  no  other  word 
for  it.” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  there  are  debts  ?” 

u  A  great  many  debts.” 

“  Can’t  they  be  paid?” 

“  Most  of  them  can  be  paid — perhaps 
all ;  but  when  that  is  done  I’m  afraid 
there  will  be  very  little  left.” 

11  Rut  surely  we  haven’t  lived  so  ex¬ 
travagantly  as  that.  I  know  I’ve  spent 
a  great  deal  of  money — ” 

“  It  hasn’t  been  altogether  the  style 
of  living.  When  my  poor  boy  saw  that 
he  was  going  beyond  his  means  he  tried 
to  recoup  himself  by  speculation.  Do  you 
know  what  that  is  ?” 

u  I  know  it’s  something  by  which  peo¬ 
ple  lose  money.” 

“  He  had  no  experience  of  anything  of 
the  kind,  and  his  men  of  business  tell 
me  he  went  into  it  wildly.  He  had 
that  optimistic  temperament  which  al¬ 
ways  believes  that  the  next  thing  will  be 
a  success,  even  though  the  present  one  is 
a  failure.  Then,  too,  he  fell  into  the 
hands  of  unscrupulous  men,  who  made 
him  think  that  great  fortunes  were  to 
be  made  out  of  what  they  call  wildcat 
schemes,  when  all  the  time  they  were 
leading  him  to  ruin.” 

Ruin !  The  word  appealed  to  Diane’s 
memory  and  imagination  alike.  It  came 
to  her  from  her  remotest  childhood,  when 
she  could  remember  hearing  it  applied 
to  her  grandfather,  the  old  Comte  de  la 
Eerronays.  After  that  she  could  recol¬ 
lect  leaving  the  great  chateau  in  which 
she  was  born,  and  living  with  her  parents, 
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first  in  one  European  capital,  and  then  in 
another.  Finally  they  settled  for  a  few 
years  in  Ireland,  her  mother’s  country, 
where  both  her  parents  died.  During  all 
this  time,  as  well  as  in  the  subsequent 
years  in  a  convent  at  Auteuil,  she  was  never 
free  from  the  sense  of  ruin  hanging  over 
her.  Though  she  understood  well  enough 
that  her  way  of  escape  lay  in  making  a 
rich  marriage,  it  was  impressed  upon  her 
that  the  meagreness  of  her  dot  would 
make  her  efforts  in  this  direction  difficult. 
When,  within  a  few  months  of  leaving 
the  convent,  she  was  asked  by  George 
Eveleth  to  become  his  wife,  it  seemed 
as  if  she  had  reached  the  end  of  her  cares. 
She  had  the  less  scruple  in  accepting 
what  he  had  to  give  in  that  she  honestly 
liked  the  generous,  easy-going  man  who 
lived  but  to  gratify  her  whims.  During 
the  four  years  of  her  married  life  she  had 
spent  money,  not  merely  for  the  love  of 
spending,  but  from  sheer  joy  in  the  sense 
that  Poverty,  the  arch-enemy,  had  been 
defeated ;  and  lo !  he  was  springing  at 
her  again. 

“  Ruin !”  she  echoed,  when  Mrs.  Eve¬ 
leth  had  let  fall  the  word.  “  Do  you  mean 
that  we’re — ruined  ?” 

“  It  depends  on  how  you  look  at  it. 
You  will  always  have  your  own  small 
fortune,  on  which  you  can  live  with 
economy.” 

But  you  will  have  yours,  too.” 

Mrs.  Eveleth  smiled  faintly. 

“  No ;  I’m  afraid  that’s  gone.  It  was 
in  George’s  hands,  and  I  can  see  he  tried 
to  increase  it  for  me,  by  doing  with  it — 
as  he  did  with  his  own.  I’m  not  blaming 
him.  The  worst  of  which  he  can  be 
accused  is  a  lack  of  judgment.” 

“  But  there’s  this  house!”  Diane  urged, 
“  and  all  this  furniture !  —  and  these 
pictures !” 

She  glanced  up  at  the  Watteau,  the 
Boucher,  and  the  Fragonard,  which  gave 
the  key  to  the  decorations  of  the  dainty 
boudoir.  The  faint  smile  still  lingered 
on  Mrs.  Eveleth’s  lips,  as  it  lingers  on 
the  face  of  the  dead. 

“  There’ll  he  very  little  left,”  she  re¬ 
peated. 

“  But  I  don’t  understand,”  Diane  pro¬ 
tested,  with  a  perplexed  movement  of  the 
hand  across  her  brow.  “ 1  don’t  know 
mueli  about  business,  but  if  it  were  ex¬ 
plained  to  me  I  think  I  could  follow.” 
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“  Come  and  sit  beside  me  at  the  desk,” 
Mrs.  Eveleth  suggested.  “  You  will  un¬ 
derstand  better  if  you  see  the  figures, 
just  as  they  stand.” 

She  went  over  the  main  points,  one  by 
one,  using  the  same  untechnical  sim¬ 
plicity  of  language  which  George’s  men 
of  business  had  employed  with  herself. 
The  facts  could  be  stated  broadly,  but 
comprehensively.  When  all  was  settled 
the  Eveleth  estate  would  have  disap¬ 
peared.  Diane  would  possess  her  small 
inheritance,  which  was  a  thing  apart. 
Mrs.  Eveleth  would  have  a  few  jewels 
and  other  minor  personal  belongings,  but 
nothing  more.  The  very  completeness  of 
the  story  rendered  it  easy  in  the  telling, 
though  the  largeness  of  the  facts  made 
it  impossible  for  Diane  to  take  them  in. 
Lt  was  an  almost  unreasonable  tax  on 
credulity  to  attempt  to  think  of  the  tall, 
fragile  woman  sitting  before  her,  with 
luxurious  nurture  in  every  pose  of  the 
figure,  in  every  habit  of  the  mind,  as 
penniless.  It  was  trying  to  account  for 
daylight  without  a  sun. 

“  It  can’t  be,”  Diane  cried,  when  she 
had  done  her  best  to  weigh  the  facts  just 
placed  before  her. 

Mrs.  Eveleth  shook  her  head,  the  glim¬ 
mering  smile  fixed  on  her  lips  as  on 
a  mask. 

“  It  is  so,  dear,  I’m  afraid.  We  must 
do  our  best  to  get  used  to  it.” 

“  I  shall  never  get  used  to  it,”  Diane 
cried,  springing  to  her  feet,  “  never, 
never !” 

“  It  will  be  hard  for  you  to  do  without 
all  you’ve  had  —  when  you’ve  had  so 
much — but — ” 

“  Oh,  it  isn’t  that,”  Diane  broke  in, 
fiercely.  “It  isn’t  for  me.  I  can  do. well 
enough.  It’s  for  you.” 

“  Don’t  worry  about  me,  dear.  I  can 
work.” 

The  words  were  spoken  in  a  matter- 
of-fact  tone,  but  Diane  bounded  at  them 
as  at  a  sword-thrust. 

“  You  can — what?” 

It  was  the  last  touch,  not  only  of  the 
horror  of  the  situation,  hut  of  its  ludi¬ 
crous  irony. 

“  I  can  work,  dear,”  Mrs.  Eveleth  re¬ 
peated,  with  the  poignant  tranquillity  that 
smote  Diane  more  cruelly  than  grief. 
“  There  are  many  things  I  could  do — ” 

“  Oli,  don’t!”  Diane  wailed,  with  plead- 
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ing  gestures  of  the  hands.  “  Oh,  don’t ! 
I  can’t  bear  it.  Don’t  say  such  things. 
They  kill  me.  There  must  be  some  mis¬ 
take.  All  that  money  can’t  have  gone. 
Even  if  it  was  only  a  few  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  francs  it  would  be  something.  I 
will  not  believe  it.  It’s  too  soon  to  judge. 
I've  heard  it  took  a  long  time  to  settle 
up  estates.  How  can  they  have  done 
it  yet?” 

“  They  haven’t.  They’ve  only  seen  its 
possibilities — and  impossibilities.” 

“  I  will  never  believe  it,”  Diane  burst 
out  again.  “  I  will  see  those  men.  I 
will  tell  them.  I  am  positive  that  it  can¬ 
not  be.  Such  injustice  would  not  be 
permitted.  There  must  be  laws — there 
must  be  something — to  prevent  such  out¬ 
rage — especially  on  you !”  She  spoke 
vehemently,  striding  to  and  fro  in  the 
little  room,  and  brushing  back  from  time 
to  time  the  heavy  brown  hair  that  in 
her  excitement  fell  in  disordered  locks  on 
her  forehead.  “  It’s  too  wicked.  It’s  too 
monstrous.  It’s  intolerable.  God  doesn’t 
allow  such  things  to  happen  on  earth, 
otherwise  He  wouldn’t  be  God.  No,  no; 
you  cannot  make  me  think  that  such 
things  happen.  You — work!  The  Mater 
Dolorosa  herself  was  not  called  upon  to 
bear  such  humiliation.  If  God  reigns,  as 
they  say  He  does — ” 

“But,  Diane  dear,”  Mrs.  Eveleth  in¬ 
terrupted,  gently,  “  isn’t  it  true  that  we 
owe  it  to  George’s  memory  to  bear  our 
troubles  bravely?” 

“  I’m  ready  to  bear  anything  bravely 
— but  this.” 

“  But  isn’t  this  the  case,  above  all  oth¬ 
ers,  in  which  you  and  I  should  be  un¬ 
flinching?  Doesn’t  any  lack  of  courage 
on  our  parts  imply  a  reflection  on  him  ?” 

“  That’s  true,”  Diane  said,  stopping 
abruptly,  struck  with  the  thought. 

“  T  don’t  know  how  far  you  honor 
George’s  memory —  ?” 

“George’s  memory?  Why  shouldn’t  I 
honor  it  ?” 

“  I  didn’t  know.  Some  women — after 
what  you’ve  just  discovered — ” 

“  I  am  not — some  women  !  I  am  Diane 
Eveleth.  Whatever  George  did  I  shared 
it,  and  I  share  it  still.” 

“  Then  you  forgive  him  ?” 

“  Eorgive  him?  —  I?  —  forgive  him? 
No!  What  have  I  to  forgive?  Anything 
he  did  he  did  for  me  and  in  order  to  have 


the  more  to  give  me — and  I  love  him 
and  honor  him  as  I  never  did  till  now.” 

Mrs.  Eveleth  rose  and  stood  unsteadily 
beside  her  desk. 

“  God  bless  you  for  saying  that,  Diane.” 
“  There’s  no  reason  why  lie  should 
bless  me  for  saying  anything  so  obvious.” 

“  It  isn’t  obvious  to  me,  Diane ;  and 
you  must  let  me  bless  you — bless  you  with 
the  mother’s  blessing,  which,  1  think, 
must  be  next  to  God’s.” 

Then  opening  her  arms  wide,  she  sobbed 
the  one  word,  “  Come !”  and  they  had  at 
least  the  comfort,  dear  to  women,  of  weep¬ 
ing  in  one  another’s  arms. 

CHAPTER  III 

IN  the  private  office  of  the  great 
Eranco  -  American  banking-house  of 
Van  Tromp  and  Company  the  partners, 
having  finished  their  conference,  were 
about  to  separate. 

“  That’s  all,  I  think,”  said  Mr.  Grim- 
ston.  He  rose  with  a  jerky  movement, 
which  gave  him  the  appearance  of  a  little 
figure  shot  out  of  a  box. 

Mr.  Van  Tromp  remained  seated  at  the 
broad,  flat-topped  desk,  his  head  bent  at 
an  angle  which  gave  Mr.  Grimston  a  view 
of  the  tips  of  shaggy  eyebrows,  a  broad 
nose,  and  that  peculiar  kind  of  pro¬ 
truding  lower  lip  before  which  timid  peo¬ 
ple  quail.  As  there  was  no  response, 
Mr.  Grimston  looked  round  vaguely  on 
the  sombre,  handsome  furnishings,  fix¬ 
ing  his  gaze  at  last  on  the  lithographed 
portrait  of  Mr.  Van  Tromp  senior,  the 
founder  of  the  house,  hanging  above 
the  mantelpiece. 

“  That’s  all,  I  think,”  Mr.  Grimston 
repeated,  raising  his  voice  slightly  in 
order  to  drown  the  rumble  that  came 
through  the  open  windows  from  the 
rue  Auber. 

Suddenly  Mr.  Van  Tromp  looked  up. 

“  I’ve  just  had  a  letter,”  he  said,  in 
a  tone  indicating  an  entirely  new  order 
of  discussion,  “from  a  person  who  signs 
herself  Diana — or  is  it  Diane? — Eveleth.” 

“Oh,  Diane!  She’s  written  to  you, 
has  she  ?”  came  from  Mr.  Grimston,  as 
his  partner  searched  with  short-sighted 
eyes  for  the  letter  in  question  among  the 
papers  on  the  desk. 

“You  know  her,  then?” 
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“  Of  course  I  know  her.  You  ought 
to  know  her,  too.  You  would,  if  you 
didn’t  shut  yourself  up  in  the  office,  away 
from  the  world.” 

“  N-no,  I  don’t  recall  that  I’ve  ever  met 
the  lady.  Ah,  here’s  the  note.  Just  sit 
down  a  minute  while  I  read  it.” 

Mr.  Grimston  shot  back  into  his  seat 
again,  while  Mr.  Van  Tromp  wiped  his 
large  circular  glasses. 

“‘Hear  Mr.  Van  Tromp,’  she  begins, 
i  I  am  most  anxious  to  talk  to  you  on 
very  important  business,  and  would  take 
it  as  a  favor  if  you  would  let  me  call  on 
T uesday  morning  and  see  you  very  pri¬ 
vately.  Yours  sincerely,  Diane  Eveleth.’ 
That’s  all.  Now,  what  do  you  make  of  it  ?” 

The  straight  smile,  which  was  all  the 
facial  expression  Mr.  Grimston  ever  al¬ 
lowed  himself,  became  visible  between  the 
lines  of  his  closely  clipped  mustache  and 
beard.  He  took  his  time  before  speaking, 
enjoying  the  knowledge  that  this  was  one 
of  those  social  junctures  in  which  he  had 
his  senior  partner  so  conspicuously  at 
a  disadvantage. 

“  It’s  a  bad  business,  I’m  afraid,” 
he  said,  as  though  summing  up  rather 
than  beginning. 

“  What  does  the  woman  want  with  me  ?” 

“  That,  I  fear,  is  painfully  evident. 
You  must  have  heard  of  the  Eveleth 
smash  a  couple  of  months  ago.  Or — let 
me  §ee! — I  think  it  was  just  when  you 
were  in  New  York.  No;  you’d  be  likely 
not  to  hear  of  it.  The  Eveleths  have  so 
carefully  cut  their  American  acquaintance 
for  so  many  years  that  they’ve  created  a 
kind  of  vacuum  around  themselves,  out 
of  which  the  noise  of  their  doings  doesn’t 
easily  penetrate.  They  belong  to  that 
class  of  American  Parisians  who  pose  for 
going  only  into  French  society.” 

“  I  know  the  kind.” 

“  Mrs.  Grimston  could  tell  you  all  about 
them,  of  course.  Equally  at  home  as 
she  is  in  the  best  French  and  American 
circles,  she  hears  a  great  many  things 
she’d  rather  not  hear.” 

“  She  needn’t  listen  to  ’em.” 

“  Unfortunately  a  woman  in  her  posi¬ 
tion,  with  a  daughter  like  Marion,  is 
obliged  to  listen.  Put  that’s  rather  the 
end  of  the  story — ” 

“And  I  want  the  beginnings  Grimston, 
if  you  don’t  mind.  I  want  to  know  why 
this  Diana  should  be  after  me.” 


“  She’s  after  money,”  Mr.  Grimston  de¬ 
clared,  bluntly.  “  She’s  after  money,  and 
you’d  better  let  me  manage  her.  It  would 
save  you  the  trouble  of  the  refusal  you’ll 
be  obliged  to  make.” 

“  Well,  tell  me  about  her  and  I’ll  see.” 

Mr.  Grimston  stiffened  himself  in  his 
chair  and  cleared  his  throat. 

“  Mrs.  George  Eveleth,”  he  stated,  with 
slow,  significant  emphasis,  “  is  an  ex¬ 
tremely  fascinating  woman.  She  has 
probably  turned  more  men  round  her  lit¬ 
tle  finger  than  any  other  woman  in  Paris.” 

“  Is  that  to  her  credit  or  her  discredit  ?” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  say  anything  against 
Mrs.  Eveleth,”  Mr.  Grimston  protested.  “  I 
wish  she  hadn’t  come  near  us  at  all.  As 
it  is,  you  must  be  forewarned.” 

“  I’m  not  particular  about  that,  if  you’ll 
give  me  the  facts.” 

“  That’s  not  so  easy.  Where  facts  are 
so  deucedly  disagreeable,  a  fellow  finds  it 
hard  to  trot  out  any  poor  little  woman 
in  her  weaknesses.  I  must  make  it  clear 
beforehand  that  I  don’t  want  to  say  any¬ 
thing  against  her.” 

“  It’s  in  confidence — privileged,  as  the 
lawyers  say.  I  sha’n’t  think  the  worse  of 
her — that  is,  not  much.” 

“  Poor  Diane,”  Mr.  Grimston  began 
again,  sententiously,  “  is  one  of  the  bits 
of  human  wreckage  that  have  drifted 
down  to  us  from  the  pre-revolutionary 
days  of  French  society.  Her  grandfather, 
the  old  Comte  de  la  Ferronays,  belonged 
to  that  order  of  irreconcilable  royalists 
who  persist  in  dashing  themselves  to 
pieces  against  the  rising  wall  of  democ¬ 
racy.  I  remember  him  perfectly  —  a 
handsome  old  fellow,  who  had  lost 
an  arm  in  the  Crimea.  lie  used  to 
do  business  with  us  when  I  was  with 
Hargous  in  the  rue  de  Provence.  Hav¬ 
ing  impoverished  himself  in  a  plot  in 
favor  of  the  Comte  de  Chambord,  some¬ 
where  about  1872,  he  came  utterly  to  grief 
in  raising  funds  for  the  Boulanger  craze, 
in  the  train  of  the  Duchesse  d’llzes.  He 
died  shortly  afterwards,  one  of  the  last 
to  break  his  heart  over  the  hopeless 
Bourbon  cause.” 

“  That,  I  understand  you  to  say,  was 
the  grandfather  of  the  young  woman 
who  is  after  money.  She’s  a  French¬ 
woman,  then  ?” 

“  She’s  half  French.  That  was  her 
grandfather.  The  father  was  of  much 
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the  same  type,  but  a  lighter  weight.  He 
married  an  Irish  beauty,  a  Miss  O’Hara, 
as  poor  as  himself.  He  died  young,  I 
believe,  and  I’d  lost  sight  of  the  lot,  till 
this  Mademoiselle  Diane  de  la  Ferronays 
floated  into  view,  some  five  years  ago,  in 
the  train  of  the  Noailles  family.  Her 
marriage  to  George  Eveleth,  which  took 
place  almost  at  once,  was  looked  upon  as 
an  excellent  thing  all  round.  It  rid  the 
Noailles  of  a  poor  relation,  and  helped  to 
establish  the  Eveleths  in  the  heart  of  the 
old  aristocracy.  Since  then  Diane  has 
been  going  the  pace.” 

“  What  pace  ?” 

“  The  pace  the  Eveleth  money  couldn’t 
keep  up  with ;  the  pace  that  made  her  the 
most  talked  of  woman  in  a  society  where 
women  are  talked  of  more  than  enough; 
the  pace  that  led  George  Eveleth  to  put 
a  bullet  through  his  head  under  pretence 
of  fighting  a  duel.” 

“  Dear  me  !  Dear  me !  A  most  unusual 
young  woman !  Do  you  tell  me  that  her 
husband  actually  put  an  end  to  himself?” 

“  So  I  understand.  The  affair  was  a 
curious  one;  but  Bienville  swears  he  fired 
into  the  air,  and  I  believe  him.  Besides, 
George  Eveleth  was  found  shot  through 
the  temple,  and  no  one  but  himself  could 
have  inflicted  a  wound  like  that.  To 
make  it  conclusive,  Melcourt  and  Vernois, 
who  were  seconds,  testify  to  having  seen 
the  act,  without  having  the  time  to  pre¬ 
vent  it.  You  can  see  that  it  is  a  relief 
to  me  to  be  able  to  take  this  view  of  the 
case — on  poor  Marion’s  account.” 

“  Marion — your  daughter !  Was  she 
mixed  up  in  the  affair?” 

“  Mixed  up  is  a  little  too  much  to  say. 
I  don’t  mind  telling  you  in  confidence 
that  there  was  something  between  her 
and  Bienville.  I  don’t  know  where  it 
mightn’t  have  ended;  but  of  course  when 
•  all  this  happened,  and  we  got  wind  of 
Bienville’s  entanglement  with  Mrs.  Eve¬ 
leth,  we  had  to  put  a  stop  to  the  thing, 
and  pack  her  off  to  America.  She’ll  stay 
there  with  her  aunt,  Mrs.  Bayford,  till  it 
blows  over.” 

“And  your  friend  Bienville?  Hasn’t 
he  brought  himself  within  the  clutches 
of  the  law?” 

“  George  Eveleth  was  officially  declared 
a  suicide.  Tie  had  every  reason  to  he  one 
— though  I  don’t  want  to  say  anything 
against  Airs.  Eveleth.  When  Bienville 


refused  to  put  an  end  to  him,  he  evident¬ 
ly  decided  to  do  it  himself.  His  family 
know  nothing  about  that,  so  please  don’t 
let  it  slip  out  if  you  see  Diane.  With 
her  notions,  the  husband  fallen  in  her 
cause  has  perished  on  the  field  of  honor; 
and  if  that’s  any  comfort  to  her,  let  her 
keep  it.  As  for  Bienville,  he’s  joined 
young  Persigny,  the  explorer,  in  South 
America.  By  the  time  he  returns,  the 
affair  will  have  been  forgotten.  He’s  a 
nice  young  fellow,  and  it’s  a  thousand 
pities  he  should  have  fallen  into  the 
net  of  a  woman  like  Mrs.  Eveleth.  I 
don’t  want  to  say  anything  against  her, 
you  understand — ” 

“Oh,  quite!” 

“  But—” 

Air.  Grimston  pronounced  the  word 
with  a  hard-drawn  breath,  and  presented 
the  appearance  of  a  man  who  restrains 
himself.  He  was  still  endeavoring  to 
maintain  this  attitude  of  repression  when 
a  discreet  tap  on  the  door  called  from 
Air.  \ran  Tromp  a  gruff,  “  Come  in.”  A 
young  man  entered  with  a  card. 

“  She’s  here,”  the  banker  grunted,  read¬ 
ing  the  name. 

Air.  Grimston  shot  up  again. 

“  Better  let  me  see  her,”  he  insisted, 
in  a  warning  tone. 

“  No,  no.  I’ll  have  a  look  at  her  my¬ 
self.  Bring  the  lady  in,”  he  added,  to  the 
young  man  in  waiting. 

“  Then  I’ll  skip,”  said  Air.  Grimston, 
suiting  the  action  to  the  word  by  disap¬ 
pearing  in  one  direction  as  Diane  en¬ 
tered  from  another. 

Air.  Van  Tromp  rose  heavily,  and  sur¬ 
veyed  her  as  she  crossed  the  floor  to¬ 
wards  him.  He  had  been  expecting  some 
such  seductive  French  beauty  as  he 
had  occasionally  seen  on  the  stage  on 
the  rare  occasions  when  he  went  to  a 
play;  so  that  the  trimness  of  this  little 
figure  in  widow’s  dress,  with  white  bands 
and  cuffs,  after  the  English  fashion, 
somewhat  disconcerted  him.  Unaccus¬ 
tomed  to  the  ways  of  banks,  Diane  half 
offered  her  hand,  but  as  he  was  on  his 
guard  against  taking  it,  she  stood  still 
before  him. 

“  M  rs.  Eveleth,  1  believe,”  he  said, 
when  he  had  surveyed  her  well.  “  Have 
the  goodness  to  sit  down,  and  tell  me 
what  I  can  do  for  you.” 

Diane  took  the  seat  he  indicated, 
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which  left  a  discreet  space  between  herself 
and  him.  The  heavy  black  satchel  she 
carried  she  placed  on  the  floor  beside  her. 
When  she  raised  her  veil,  Mr.  Van  Tromp 
observed  to  himself  that  the  pale  face, 
touching  in  expression,  and  the  brown 
eyes,  in  which  there  seemed  to  lurk  a 
gentle  reproach  against  the  world  for 
having  treated  her  so  badly,  were  exactly 
what  he  would  have  expected  a  woman 
coming  to  borrow  money  to  assume. 

“I’ve  come  to  you,  Mr.  Van  Tromp,” 
Diane  began,  timidly,  “  because  I  thought 
that  perhaps  —  you  might  know  —  who 
I  am.” 

“  I  don’t  know  anything  at  all  about 
you,”  was  the  not  encouraging  response. 

“  Of  course  there’s  no  reason  why 
you  should — ”  Diane  hastened  to  say, 
apologetically. 

“  None  whatever,”  he  assured  her. 

“  Only  that  a  good  many  people  do 
know  us — ” 

“  I  dare  say.  I  haven’t  the  honor  to 
be  among  the  number.” 

“  And  I  thought  that  possibly — just 
possibly — you  might  be  predisposed  in 
my  favor.” 

“  A  banker  is  never  predisposed  in 
favor  of  any  one — not  even  his  own  flesh 
and  blood.” 

“  I  didn’t  know  that,”  Diane  persisted, 
bravely,  “  otherwise  I  might  just  as  well 
have  gone  to  anybody  else.” 

“  Just  as  well.” 

“  Would  you  like  me  to  go  now?” 

The  question  took  him  by  surprise,  and 
before  replying  he  looked  at  her  again 
with  queer,  bulgy  eyes  peering  through 
big  circular  glasses,  in  a  way  that  made 
Diane  think  of  an  ogre  in  a  fairy-tale. 

“You’re  not  here  for  what  I  like,”  he 
said,  at  last,  “but  for  what  you  want 
yourself.” 

“  That’s  true,”  Diane  admitted,  rue¬ 
fully,  “  but  I  might  go  away.  I  ivill 
go  away,  if  you  say  so.” 

“  You’ll  please  yourself.  I  didn’t  send 
for  you,  and  I’ll  not  tell  you  to  go.  ITow 
old  are  you?” 

It  was  Diane’s  turn  to  be  surprised, 
but  she  brought  out  her  age  promptly. 

“  Twenty-four.” 

“  You  look  older.” 

“  That’s  because  I’ve  had  so  much  trou¬ 
ble,  perhaps.  Tt’s  because  we’re  in  trouble 
that  I’ve  come  to  you,  Mr.  Van  Tromp.” 


“  I  dare  say.  I  didn’t  suppose  you’d 
come  to  ask  me  to  dinner.  There  are  not 
many  days  go  by  without  some  one  ex¬ 
pecting  me  to  pull  him  out  of  the  scrape 
he  would  never  have  got  into  if  it  hadn’t 
been  for  his  own  fault.” 

“  I’m  afraid  that’s  very  like  my  case.” 

“  It’s  like  a  good  many  cases.  You’re 
no  exception  to  the  rule.” 

“  And  what  do  you  do  at  such  times, 
if  I  may  ask?” 

“  You  may  ask,  but  I’ll  not  tell  you. 
You’re  here  on  your  own  business,  I 
presume,  and  not  on  mine.” 

“  1  thought  that  perhaps  you’d  be  good 
enough  to  make  mine  yours.  Though 
we’ve  never  met,  I  have  seen  you  at  va¬ 
rious  times,  and  it  always  seemed  to  me 
that  you  looked  kind;  and  so — ■” 

“  Stop  right  there,,  ma’am,”  he  cried, 
putting  up  a  warning  hand.  “  1  Most  im¬ 
portant  business,’  was  what  you  said  in 
your  note,  otherwise  I  shouldn’t  have 
consented  to  see  you.  If  you  have  any 
business,  state  it,  and  I’ll  say  yes  or  no, 
as  it  strikes  me.  But  I’ll  tell  you  before¬ 
hand  that  there  isn’t  a  chance  in  a  thou¬ 
sand  but  what  it  ’ll  be  no.” 

“  I  did  come  because  I  thought  you 
looked  kind,”  Diane  declared,  indignant¬ 
ly,  “  and  if  you  think  it  was  for  any 
other  reason  whatever,  you’re  absolute¬ 
ly  mistaken.” 

“  Then  we’ll  let  it  be.  I  can’t  help  my 
looks,  nor  what  you  think  about  them. 
The  point  is  that  you’re  here  for  some¬ 
thing;  so  let’s  know  what  it  is.” 

“  You  make  it  very  hard  for  me,”  Diane 
said,  almost  tearfully,  “  but  I’ll  try.  I 
must  tell  you,  first  of  all,  that  we’ve  lost 
a  great  deal  of  money.” 

“  That’s  no  new  situation.” 

“It  is  to  me;  and  it’s  even  more 
so  to  my  poor  mother-in-law.  I  should 
think  you  must  have  heard  of  her  at  the 
least.  She  is  Mrs.  Arthur  Eveleth.  Her 
maiden  name  was  Naomi  de  Ruyter,  of 
New  York.” 

“  Very  likely.” 

“  Her  husband  was  related,  on  his 
mother’s  side,  to  the  Van  Tromps — the 
same  family  as  your  own.” 

“  That’s  more  likely  still.  There  are 
as  many  Van  Tromps  in  New  York  as 
there  are  shrimps  on  the  Breton  coast, 
and  they’re  all  related  to  me,  because 
I’m  supposed  to  have  a  little  money. “ 
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“  I  sha’n’t  let  you  offend  me,”  Diane 
said,  stoutly,  “  because  I  want  your  help.” 

“  That’s  a  very  good  reason.” 

“  But  since  you  take  so  little  interest 
in  us  I  will  not  attempt  to  explain  how 
it  is  that  we’ve  come  to  such  misfortune.” 

“  I’ll  take  that  for  granted.” 

“  The  blow  has  fallen  more  heavily 
on  my  mother-in-law  than  on  me.  She 
has  lost  everything  she  had  in  the  world ; 
while  I  have  still  my  own  money — my 
dot — and  a  little  over  from  the  sale  of 
my  jewels.” 

“Well?” 

“  If  you’d  ever  seen  her,  you  would 
know  how  terrible,  how  impossible,  such 
a  situation  is  for  her.  She’s  the  sort  of 
woman  who  ought  to  have  money — who 
must  have  money.  And  so  I  thought  if 
I  came  to  you — ” 

“  I’d  give  her  some.” 

“  No,”  Diane  said,  quickly,  with  a  re¬ 
newed  touch  of  indignation,  “  but  that 
you’d  help  me  to  do  it.” 

He  looked  at  her  with  an  odd,  upward 
glance  under  his  shaggy,  overhanging 
brows,  while  the  protruding  lower  lip 
went  a  shade  farther  out. 

“  Help  you  to  do  it  ?  How  ?” 

“  By  letting  her  have  mine.” 

Again  he  looked  at  her,  almost  sus¬ 
piciously. 

“You’ve  got  plenty  to  give  away,  I 
suppose  ?” 

“  On  the  contrary ;  I’ve  pitifully  little ; 
but  such  as  it  is,  I  want  her  to  have  it 
all.  She  could  live  on  it — with  economy; 
or  at  least  she  says  I  could.” 

“And  can’t  you?” 

“  I  don’t  want  to.  As  there  isn’t  enough 
for  two,  I  wish  to  settle  it  on  her.  Isn’t 
that  the  word  ? — settle  ?” 

“  It  ’ll  do  as  well  as  another.  And 
what  do  you  propose  to  do  vourself?” 

“  Work.” 

Diane  forced  the  word  in  a  little  gasp 
of  humiliation,  but  she  got  it  out. 

“  And  what  ’ll  you  work  at  ?” 

“  I  don’t  know  yet,  exactly.  I  should 
have  to  see.  My  mother-in-law  is  go¬ 
ing  to  America ;  and  when  she  does  I’ll 
join  her.” 

“Hmph!  My  good  woman,  you  would¬ 
n’t  do  more  than  just  keep  ahead  of 
starvation.” 

“  Oh,  I  shouldn’t  expect  to  do  more. 
If  I  succeeded  in  that — I  should  live.” 


“  How  much  money  have  you  got  ?” 

“  It’s  all  here,”  she  answered,  picking 
up  the  black  satchel  and  opening  it. 
“  These  are  my  securities,  and  I’m  told 
they’re  very  good.” 

“  And  do  you  take  them  round  with 
you  every  time  you  go  shopping?” 

“  No,”  Diane  smiled,  somewhat  wanly. 
“  They’ve  been  in  the  hands  of  the  Messrs. 
Hargous  for  a  good  many  years  past. 
They  are  entirely  at  my  own  disposal— 
not  in  trust,  they  said;  so  that  I  had  a 
right  to  take  them  away.  I  thought  I 
would  just  bring  them  to  you.” 

“What  for?” 

“To  keep  them  for  my  mother-in-law 
and  pay  her  the  interest,  or  whatever 
it  is. 

“  Why  didn’t  you  leave  them  with 
Hargous  ?” 

“  I  was  afraid,  from  some  things  he 
said,  he  would  object  to  what  I  wanted 
to  do.” 

“  And  what  made  you  think  I  wouldn’t 
object  to  it,  too?” 

“  Two  or  three  reasons.  First,  Mon¬ 
sieur  Hargous  is  not  an  American,  and 
you  are ;  and  I’d  been  told  that  Americans 
always  like  to  help  each  other — ” 

“  I  don’t  know  who  could  have  put  that 
notion  into  your  head.” 

“  And  then,  from  the  few  glimpses  I’ve 
had  of  you — I  will  say  it ! — I  thought  you 
looked  kind.” 

“  Well,  now  that  you’ve  had  a  better 
look,  you  see  I  don’t.  How  much  money 
have  you  got?  You  haven’t  told  me 
that  yet.” 

“  Here’s  the  memorandum.  They  said 
they  were  mostly  bonds,  and  very  good 
ones.” 

With  the  slip  of  paper  in  his  hand  the 
banker  leaned  back  in  the  chair,  and  took 
a  longer  time  than  was  necessary  to  scan 
the  poor  little  list.  In  reality  he  was 
turning  over  in  his  mind  the  unexpected 
features  of  the  case,  venturing  a  peep  at 
Diane  as  she  sat  meekly  awaiting  .the 
end  of  his  perusal. 

“  ETasn’t  it  occurred  to  you,”  he  asked 
at  last,  “  that  you  could  leave  your  af¬ 
fairs  in  Hargous’s  hands,  and  still  turn 
over  to  your  mother-in-law  whatever  sums 
he  paid  you?” 

“  Yes ;  but  she  wouldn’t  take  the  money 
unless  she  thought  it  was  her  very  own.” 

“  But  it  isn’t  her  very  own.  It’s  yours.” 
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“  I  want  to  make  it  hers.  I  want  to 
transfer  it  to  her  absolutely — so  that 
no  one  else,  not  even  I,  shall  have  a 
claim  upon  it.  There  must  be  ways  of 
doing'  that.” 

“  There  are  ways  of  doing  that,  but 
as  far  as  she’s  concerned  it  comes 
to  the  same  thing.  If  she  won’t  touch 
the  income,  she  will  refuse  to  accept 
the  principal.” 

“  I’ve  thought  of  that,  too ;  and  it’s 
among  the  reasons  why  I’ve  come  to  you. 
I  hoped  you’d  help  me — ” 

“  To  tell  a  lie  about  it.” 

“  I  should  think  it  might  be  done 
without  that.  My  mother-in-law  is  a 
very  simple  woman  in  business  affairs. 
She  has  been  used  all  her  life  to  having 
money  paid  into  her  account,  when  she 
had  only  the  vaguest  idea  as  to  where  it 
came  from.  If  you  should  write  to  her 
now  and  say  that  some  small  funds  in 
her  name  were  in  your  hands,  and  that 
you  would  pay  her  the  income  at  stated 
intervals,  nothing  would  seem  more  nat¬ 
ural  to  her.  She  would  probably  attribute 
it  to  some  act  of  foresight  on  her  son’s 
part,  and  never  think  I  had  anything  to 
do  with  it  at  all.” 

For  three  or  four  minutes  he  sat  in 
meditation,  still  glancing  at  her  furtively 
under  his  shaggy  brows,  while  she  waited 
for  his  decision. 

“  I  don’t  approve  of  it  at  all,”  he  said 
at  last. 

“  Don’t  say  that,”  she  pleaded.  “  I’ve 
hoped  so  much  that  you’d — ” 

“  At  the  same  time  I  won’t  say  that 
the  thing  isn’t  feasible.  I’ll  just  verify 
these  bonds  and  certificates,  and — ” 

He  took  them,  one  by  one,  from  the  bag, 
and  having  compared  them  with  the  list, 
replaced  them. 

“  And,”  he  continued,  “  you  can  come 
and  see  me  again  at  this  time  to-morrow.” 

“  Oh,  thank  you  !” 

“  You  can  thank  me  when  I’ve  done 
something — not  before.  Very  likely  I 
sha’n’t  do  anything  at  all.  But  in  the 
meanwhile  you  may  leave  your  satchel 
here,  and  not  run  the  risk  of  being  robbed 
in  the  street.  If  I  refuse  you  to-morrow 
— as  is  probable  I  shall — I’ll  send  a  man 
with  you  to  see  you  and  your  money 
safely  back  to  Hargous.” 


He  touched  a  bell,  and  a  young  man 
entered.  On  directions  from  the  banker 
the  clerk  left  the  room,  taking  the  bag 
with  him ;  while  Diane,  feeling  that  her 
errand  had  been  largely  accomplished, 
rose  to  leave. 

“  You  can’t  go  without  the  receipt  for 
your  securities.  How  do  you  know  I’m 
not  stealing  them  from  you  ?  What  right 
would  you  have  to  claim  them  when  you 
came  again  ?  Sit  down  now  and  tell  me 
something  more  about  yourself.” 

Half  smiling,  half  tearfully,  Diane 
complied.  Before  the  clerk  returned  she 
had  given  a  brief  outline  of  her  life, 
agreeing  in  all  but  the  tone  of  telling 
with  much  of  what  Mr.  Grimston  had 
stated  half  an  hour  earlier. 

“  It  has  been  all  my  fault,”  she  de¬ 
clared,  as  the  young  man  re-enter¬ 
ed.  “  There’s  been  nobody  to  blame 
but  me.” 

“  I  see  that  well  enough,”  the  old  man 
agreed,  and  once  more  she  prepared  to 
depart. 

“  Look  at  your  receipt.  Compare  it 
with  the  list  there  on  the  desk.”  Diane 
obeyed,  though  her  eyes  swam  so  that 
she  could  not  tell  one  word  from  another. 
“  Is  it  all  right  ?  Then  so  much  the  bet¬ 
ter.  You’ll  find  me  at  the  same  time 
to-morrow — if  you’re  not  late.” 

“  Since  you  won’t  let  me  thank  you  I 
must  go  without  doing  so,”  she  began, 
tremulously,  “  but  I  assure  you — ” 

“  You  needn’t  assure  me  of  anything, 
but  just  come  again  to-morrow.” 

She  smiled  through  the  mist  over  her 
eyes,  and  bowed. 

“  I  shall  not  be — late,”  was  all  she  ven¬ 
tured  to  say,  and  turned  to  leave  him. 

She  had  reached  the  door,  and  half 
opened  it,  when  she  heard  his  voice  be¬ 
hind  her. 

“Stay!  Just  a  minute!  I’d  like  to 
shake  hands  with  you,  young  woman.” 

Diane  turned  and  allowed  him  to  take 
her  hand  in  a  grip  that  hurt  her.  She 
was  so  astounded  by  the  suddenness  of 
the  act,  as  well  as  by  the  rapidity  with 
which  he  closed  the  door  behind  her,  that 
her  tears  did  not  actually  fall  until  she 
found  herself  in  the  public  department 
of  the  bank,  outside. 

[to  be  continued.] 
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THE  St.  Kiliaen  Club,  more  familiar¬ 
ly  known  as  the  “  Roost,”  has  its 
library  on  the  third  floor  front.  It 
is  a  handsome  apartment,  and  well  ap¬ 
pointed,  save  for  one  somewhat  singular 
deficiency — books.  There  are  shelves  in 
plenty,  but,  excepting  the  Encyclopaedia 
Britannica,  a  set  of  the  Knickerbocker' 
Magazine ,  and  a  few  odd  novels,  these 
are  unoccupied.  Evidently,  the  descend¬ 
ants  of  the  Patroons  have  larger  inter¬ 
ests  in  life  than  the  pursuit  of  literature; 
but  for  all  that  the  room  has  its  uses, 
infrequent,  perhaps,  yet  none  the  less 
appreciated.  If  a  St.  Kiliaen  member 
desires  absolute  seclusion  he  has  only  to 
betake  himself  to  the  library;  no  one  will 
think  of  looking  for  him  there,  and  he 
is  at  liberty  to  wrestle  undisturbed  with 
any  of  the  secrets  of  the  universe  that 
may  chance  to  be  engaging  his  attention. 
With  this  explanation  we  shall  under¬ 
stand  why  Mr.  Pruyn  Cassilis  had  for¬ 
saken  the  social  delights  of  the  lounge  on 
this  bright  January  afternoon,  and  was 
now  immersed  in  the  brown-study  atmos¬ 
phere  of  the  library.  There  was  some¬ 
thing  on  his  mind,  a  problem  that  called 
for  his  most  coreful  consideration,  and  he 
wanted  to  think  it  over  without  prejudice. 

Exhibit  A. — This  was  a  note,  bearing 
an  address  in  Monument  Square,  Balti¬ 
more,  written  in  a  hand  unmistakably 
feminine,  and  dated  early  in  December 
of  the  year  just  past.  It  read : 

“  My  dear  Mr.  Cassilis, — As  one  of 
my  very  good  friends  I  know  that  you 
will  be  interested  to  hear  that  my  en¬ 
gagement  to  Mr.  Alcott  Pinckney,  of 
Charleston,  is  just  announced.  Need¬ 
less  to  say  that  I  am  as  happy  as  any 
girl  has  a  right  to  be.  We  are  to 
be  married  on  February  the  fifteenth 
(Shrove  Tuesday),  and  I  have  a  tre¬ 
mendous  favor  to  ask  of  you.  Will  you 
preside  at  the  organ  on  that  great  occa¬ 
sion  ?  It  is  much  the  nicer  thing  to  have 


a  friend  assisting  in  this  particular  ca¬ 
pacity,  and  I  did  so  enjoy  your  im¬ 
promptu  recitals  at  the  Anchorage  last 
summer;  they  made  that  house-party  a 
memorable  one  for  me.  So,  Mr.  Distin¬ 
guished  Amateur,  if  it  isn’t  too  great 
a  bore,  do  gratify  the  whim  of  your 
friend  and  well-wisher, 

Agatha  Vaughan.” 

Exhibit  B  cannot  be  placed  in  material 
evidence,  since  Mr.  Cassilis  had  pre¬ 
served  no  copy  of  his  answer  to  this  epis¬ 
tle.  But  he  recollected  distinctly  enough 
the  essential  nature  of  his  reply.  It  had 
been  something  of  a  shock  to  him — this 
decisive  knowledge  of  Miss  Vaughan’s 
matrimonial  destiny;  or,  at  least,  he  had 
persuaded  himself  that  he  felt  it  in  that 
way.  Not  that  he  could  allege  any  par¬ 
ticular  ground  for  complaint;  they  had 
met,  for  the  first  time,  at  the  Bowens’ 
house-party,  and  had  been  excellent 
friends  during  the  fortnight’s  stay. 
Then  they  had  gone  their  separate  ways, 
and,  to  tell  the  truth,  he  had  thought 
very  little  about  her  until  the  coming  of 
this  letter.  True,  he  had  been  expecting 
to  see  her  again;  she  had  intimated  her 
intention  of  running  over  to  New  York 
for  the  Wagner  cycle,  but  she  had  failed 
to  appear,  and  the  season  had  been  such 
a  crowded  one.  And  now  it  was  all  over 
between  them;  Cassilis  rather  enjoyed 
the  vague  sensation  of  disillusionment, 
of  shadowy  regret.  This  sentiment  still 
possessed  him  when  he  sat  down  to  reply 
to  her  letter,  and  he  had  said  rather  more 
than  he  really  intended.  Of  course,  he 
signified  his  willingness  to  oblige  in  the 
matter  of  the  wedding  music;  and  if  he 
had  been  wise  he  would  have  stopped 
there.  But  the  temptation  to  pose  a 
little  had  been  irresistible,  and  he  had 
gone  on  to  convey  the  impression,  deli¬ 
cate  but  unmistakable,  that  his  complai¬ 
sance  was  costing  him  something.  To  be 
asked  to  play  at  her  wedding — her  wed- 
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CHAPTER  IV 

H  board  the  Picardie ,  steaming  to 
Hew  York,  Mrs.  Eveleth  and 
Diane  were  beginning  to  realize 
the  gravity  of  the  step  they  had  taken. 
As  long  as  they  remained  in  Paris,  bat¬ 
tling  with  the  sordid  details  of  financial 
downfall,  America  had  seemed  the  land 
of  hope  and  reconstruction,  where  the 
ruined  would  find  to  their  hands  the 
means  with  which  to  begin  again.  The 
illusion  had  sustained  them  all  through 
the  first  months  of  living  on  little,  and 
stood  by  them  till  the  very  hour  of  de¬ 
parture.  It  faded  just  when  they  had 
most  need  of  it — when  the  last  cliffs  of 
France  went  suddenly  out  of  sight  in  a 
thick  fog-bank  of  nothingness;  and  the 
cold  empty  void,  through  which  the 
steamer  crept  cautiously,  roaring  from 
minute  to  minute  like  a  leviathan  in 
pain,  seemed  all  that  the  universe  hence¬ 
forth  had  to  offer  them.  They  would 
have  been  astonished  to  know  that,  beyond 
the  fog,  Fate  was  getting  the  Hew  World 
ready  for  their  reception,  by  creating 
among  the  rich  those  misfortunes  out 
of  which  not  infrequently  proceed  the 
blessings  of  the  poor. 

When  that  excellent  aged  lady,  Miss 
Regina  Van  Tromp,  sister  to  the  well 
known  Paris  banker,  was  felled  by  a  stroke 
of  apoplexy,  the  personal  calamity  might, 
by  a  mind  taking  all  things  into  account, 
have  been  considered  balanced  by  the  cir¬ 
cumstance  that  it  was  affording  employ¬ 
ment  to  some  refined  woman  of  reduced 
means,  capable  of  taking  care  of  the  in¬ 
valid.  It  had  the  further  advantage  that, 
coming  suddenly  as  it  did,  it  absorbed  the 
attention  of  Miss  Lucilla  Van  Tromp,  the 
sick  lady’s  companion  and  niece,  who  be¬ 
came  unable  henceforth  to  give  to  the 
household  of  her  cousin,  Derek  Pruyn, 
that  general  supervision  which  a  kindly 
old  maid  can  exercise  in  the  home  of  a 
young  and  prosperous  widower.  Were 
Destiny  on  the  lookout  for  still  another 


opening,  she  could  have  found  it  in  the 
fact  that  Miss  Dorothea  Pruyn,  whose 
father’s  discipline  came  by  fits  and  starts, 
while  his  indulgence  was  continuous,  had 
reached  a  point  in  motherless  maidenhood 
where,  according  to  Miss  Lucilla,  “  some¬ 
thing  ought  to  be  done.”  There  was  thus 
unrest,  and  a  straining  after  new  con¬ 
ditions,  in  that  very  family  towards 
which  Mrs.  Eveleth’s  imagination  turned 
from  this  dreary,  leaden  sea  as  to  a  pos¬ 
sible  haven. 

Since  the  wonderful  morning  when  the 
banker  had  brought  her  the  news  of  her 
little  inheritance  her  thoughts  had  dwelt 
much  on  Van  Tromps  and  Pruyns,  as 
representatives  of  that  old  Hew  York 
clan  with  which  she  deigned  to  claim  al¬ 
liance;  and  she  found  no  small  comfort 
in  going  over,  again  and  again,  the  details 
of  the  interview  which  had  brought  her 
once  more  into  contact  with  her  kin. 
James  Van  Tromp,  she  informed  Diane, 
as  they  lay  covered  with  rugs  in  their 
steamer  chairs,  had  been  gruff  in  manner, 
but  kind  in  heart,  like  all  the  Van  Tromps 
she  had  ever  heard  of.  He  had  not 
scrupled  to  dwell  upon  her  past  extrav¬ 
agance,  but  he  had  tempered  his  remarks 
by  commending  her  resolution  to  return 
to  her  old  home  and  friends.  In  the 
matter  of  friends,  he  assured  her,  she 
would  find  herself  with  very  few.  She 
would  be  forgotten  by  some  and  ignored 
by  others ;  while  those  who  still  took  an 
interest  in  her  would  resent  the  fact  that 
in  the  days  of  her  prosperity  she  had 
neglected  them.  In  any  case  she  must 
have  the  meekness  of  the  suppliant.  As 
her  means  at  most  would  be  small,  she 
must  be  grateful  if  any  of  her  relatives 
would  take  her  without  wages,  as  a  sort 
of  superior  lady’s  maid,  and  save  her  the 
expense  of  board  and  lodging. 

“  And  so  you  see,  dear,”  she  finished, 
humbly,  “  it’s  going  to  be  all  right. 
George  thought  of  me ;  and  far  more  than 
any  money,  I  value  that.  James  Van 


258 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


Tromp  said  that  this  sum  had  been  placed 
in  his  hands  some  time  ago  to  be  spe¬ 
cially  used  for  me,  and  I  couldn’t  help 
understanding  what  that  meant.  When 
my  boy  saw  the  disaster  coming  he  did 
his  best  to  protect  me;  and  it  will  be  my 
part  now  to  show  that  he  did  enough.” 

If  Diane  listened  to  these  familiar  re¬ 
marks,  it  was  only  to  take  a  dull  satis¬ 
faction  in  the  working  of  her  scheme; 
but  Mrs.  Eveleth’s  next  words  startled 
her  into  sudden  attention. 

“  Haven’t  I  heard  you  say  that  you 
knew  James  Van  Tromp’s  nephew,  De¬ 
rek  Pruyn?” 

“  I  did  know  him,”  Diane  answered, 
with  a  trace  of  hesitation. 

“You  knew  him  well?” 

“Not  exactly;  it  was  different  from — 
well.” 

“  Different  ?  How  ?  Did  you  meet 
him  often?” 

“  Never  often ;  but  when  we  did 
meet — ■” 

The  possibilities  implied  in  Diane’s 
pause  induced  Mrs.  Eveleth  to  turn  in 
her  chair  and  look  at  her. 

“  You’ve  never  told  me  about  that.” 

“  There  wasn’t  much  to  tell.  Don’t 
you  know  what  it  is  to  "have  met,  just  a 
few  times  in  your  life,  some  one  who 
leaves  behind  a  memory  out  of  propor¬ 
tion  to  the  degree  of  the  acquaintance  ? 
It  was  something  like  that  with  this 
Mr.  Pruyn.” 

“  Where  was  it  ?  In  Paris  ?” 

“  I  met  him  first  in  Ireland.  He  was 
staying  with  some  friends  of  ours  the 
last  year  mamma  and  I  lived  at  Kil- 
rowan.  What  I  remember  about  him  was 
that  he  seemed  so  young  to  be  a  widower 
— scarcely  more  than  a  boy.” 

“  Is  that  all  ?” 

“  It’s  very  nearly  all ;  but  there  is 
something  more.  He  said  one  day  when 
we  were  talking  intimately — we  always 
seemed  to  talk  intimately  when  we  were 
together — that  if  ever  I  was  in  trouble, 
I  was  to  remember  him.” 

“  How  extraordinary !” 

“  Yes,  it  was.  I  reminded  him  of  it 
when  we  met  again.  That  was  the  year 
I  was  going  out  with  Marie  de  Noailles, 
just  before  George  and  I  were  married.” 

“  And  what  did  he  say  then?” 

“  That  he  repeated  the  request.” 

“Extraordinary!”  Mrs.  Eveleth  com¬ 


mented  again.  “  Are  you  going  to  do 
anything  about  it?” 

“  I’ve  thought  of  it,”  Diane  admitted, 
“  but  I  don’t  believe  I  can.” 

“  Wouldn’t  it  be  a  pity  to  neglect  so 
good  an  opportunity?” 

“  It  might  rather  be  a  pity  to  avail 
oneself  of  it.  There  are  things  in  life 
too  pleasant  to  put  to  the  test.” 

“  He  might  like  you  to  do  it.  After 
all,  lie’s  a  connection.” 

Not  caring  to  continue  the  subject, 
Diane  murmured  something  about  feel¬ 
ing  cold,  and  rose  for  a  little  exercise. 
Having  advanced  as  far  forward  as  she 
could  go,  she  turned  her  back  upon  her 
fellow  passengers,  stretched  in  mute  mis¬ 
ery  in  their  chairs  or  huddled  in  cheerful 
groups  behind  sheltering  projections,  and 
stood  watching  the  dip  and  rise  of  the 
steamer’s  bow  as  it  drove  onwards  into 
the  mist.  Whither  was  she  going,  and 
to  what?  With  a  desperate  sense  of  her 
ignorance  and  impotence,  she  strained  her 
eyes  into  the  white,  dimly  translucent 
bank,  from  which  stray  drops  repeatedly 
lashed  her  in  the  face,  as  though  its 
vaporous  wall  alone  stood  between  her  and 
the  knowledge  of  her  future. 

If  she  could  have  seen  beyond  the  fog 
and  carried  her  vision  over  the  interven¬ 
ing  leagues  of  ocean,  so  as  to  look  into  a 
large,  old-fashioned  New  York  house  in 
Gramercy  Park,  she  would  have  found 
Derek  Pruyn  and  Lucilla  Van  Tromp 
discussing  one  of  the  cardinal  points  on 
which  that  future  was  to  turn. 

That  it  was  not  an  amusing  conversa¬ 
tion  would  have  been  clear  from  the 
agitation  of  Derek’s  manner  as  he  strode 
up  and  down  the  room,  as  well  as  from 
the  rigidity  with  which  his  cousin,  usual¬ 
ly  a  limp  person,  held  herself  erect,  in 
the  attitude  of  a  woman  who  has  no 
intention  of  retiring  from  the  stand  she 
has  taken. 

“  You  force  me  to  speak  more  plainly 
than  I  like,  Derek,”  she  was  saying,  “  be¬ 
cause  you  make  yourself  so  obtuse.  You 
seem  to  forget  that  years  have  a  way  of 
passing,  and  that  Dorothea  is  no  longer 
a  very  little  girl.” 

“  She’s  barelv  seventeen — no  more  than 
a  child.” 

“  But  a  motherless  child,  and  one  who 
has  been  allowed  a  great  deal  of  liberty.” 
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“  Is  there  any  reason  why  a  girl  should¬ 
n’t  be  a  free  creature?” 

“  Only  the  reason  why  a  boy  shouldn’t 
be  one.’’ 

“  That’s  different.  A  boy  would  be  get¬ 
ting  into  mischief.” 

“  Even  a  girl  isn’t  proof  against  that 
possibility.  It  mayn’t  be  a  boy’s  kind  of 
mischief,  but  it’s  a  kind  of  her  own.” 

Unwilling  to  credit  this  statement,  and 
yet  unable  to  contradict  it,  Pruyn  con¬ 
tinued  his  march  for  a  minute  or  two  in 
silence,  while  Miss  Lucilla  waited  nervous¬ 
ly  for  him  to  speak  again.  It  was  one  of 
the  few  points  in  the  round  of  daily  exist¬ 
ence  on  which  she  was  prepared  to  give 
him  battle.  It  was  part  of  the  ridiculous 
irony  of  life  that  Derek,  with  the  domestic 
incompetency  natural  to  a  banker  and  a 
club-man,  should  have  a  daughter  to  train, 
while  she  whose  instinct  was  so  passion¬ 
ately  maternal  must  be  doomed  to 
spinsterhood.  She  had  never  made  any 
secret  of  the  fact  that  to  watch  Derek 
bringing  up  Dorothea  made  her  as  fidgety 
as  if  she  had  seen  him  trimming  hats, 
though  she  recognized  the  futility  of 
trying  to  snatch  the  task  from  his  hands 
in  order  to  do  it  properly.  The  utmost 
she  had  been  able  to  accomplish  was  to 
be  allowed  to  plod  daily  from  Gramercy 
Park  to  Fifth  Avenue,  in  the  hope  of 
keeping  bad  from  becoming  worse;  and 
even  this  insufficient  oversight  must  be 
discontinued  now,  since  Aunt  Regina 
would  monopolize  her  care.  If  she  took 
the  matter  to  heart,  it  was  no  more,  she 
thought,  than  she  had  a  right  to  do,  seeing 
that  Derek  was  almost  like  a  younger 
brother,  and,  with  the  exception  of  Uncle 
dames  in  Paris,  and  Aunt  Regina  in  New 
York,  her  nearest  relative  in  the  world. 

As  she  glanced  up  at  him  from  time  to 
time  she  reflected,  with  some  pride,  that 
no  one  could  have  taken  him  for  any¬ 
thing  but  what  he  was — a  rising  young 
New  York  banker  of  some  hereditary 
line.  As  in  certain  English  portraits 
there  is  an  inborn  aptitude  for  states¬ 
manship,  so  in  Derek  Pruyn  there  was 
that  air,  almost  inseparable  from  the 
Van  Tromp  kinship,  of  one  accustomed 
to  possess  money,  to  make  money,  to  spend 
money,  and  to  support  moneyed  respon¬ 
sibilities.  The  face,  slightly  stern  by 
nature,  slightly  grave  by  habit,  and  tanned 
by  outdoor  exercise,  was  that  of  a  man 


who  wields  his  special  kind  of  power  with 
a  due  sense  of  its  importance,  and  yet 
wields  it  easily.  Nature  having  endowed 
the  Van  T romps  with  every  excellence  but 
that  of  good  looks,  it  was  Miss  Lucilla’s 
tendency  to  depreciate  beauty;  but  she 
was  too  much  a  woman  not  to  be  sen¬ 
sible  of  the  charms  of  six  feet  two,  with 
proportionate  width  of  shoulder,  and  a 
way  of  standing  straight  and  looking 
straight,  incompatible  with  anything  but 
“  acting  straight,”  that  was  full  of  a  fine 
dominance.  That  he  should  be  carefully 
dressed  was  but  a  detail  in  the  exactitude 
which  was  the  main  element  in  his  char¬ 
acter;  while  his  daily  custom  of  wearing 
in  his  buttonhole  a  dark-red  carnation, 
a  token  of  some  never-explained  memory 
of  his  dead  wife,  indicated  a  capacity 
for  sober  romance  which  she  did  not 
find  displeasing. 

“  Then  what  would  you  do  about  it  ?” 
he  asked  at  last,  pausing  abruptly  in  his 
walk  and  confronting  her. 

“  There  isn’t  much  choice,  Derek.  Hu¬ 
man  society  is  so  constituted  as  to  leave 
us  very  little  opportunity  for  striking 
into  original  paths.  Aunt  Regina  has 
told  you  many  a  time  what  was  possible, 
and  you  didn’t  like  it;  but  I’ll  repeat  it 
if  you  wish.  You  could  send  her  to  a 
good  boarding-school — ” 

“  Never !” 

“  Or  you  could  have  a  lady  to  chaperon 
her  properly.” 

“  Rubbish !” 

“  Well,  there  you  are,  Derek.  You  re¬ 
fuse  the  only  means  that  could  help  you 
in  your  situation ;  and  so  you  leave 
Dorothea  a  prey  to  a  woman  like  Mrs. 
Wappinger.  You’ll  excuse  me  for  men¬ 
tioning  it;  but — ■” 

u  I’d  excuse  you  for  mentioning  any¬ 
thing;  but  even  Mrs.  Wappinger  ought 
to  have  justice.  You  know  as  well  as  I  do 
that  Uncle  Tames  wanted  to  marry  her; 
and  that  it  was  only  her  own  common 
sense  that  saved  us  from  having  her  as 
an  aunt.  You  may  not  admire  her  type, 
but  you  can’t  deny  that  it’s  one  which 
has  a  legitimate  place  in  American  civ¬ 
ilization.  Ours  isn’t  a  society  that  can 
afford  to  exclude  the  self-made  man,  or 
his  widow.” 

u  That  may  be  quite  true,  Derek ;  only 
in  that  case  you  have  also  to  reckon 
with — his  son.” 
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Derek  bounded  away  once  more,  mak¬ 
ing  manifest  efforts  to  control  himself 
before  lie  spoke  again. 

“  You  know  this  subject  is  most  dis¬ 
tasteful  to  me,  Lucilla,”  he  said,  severely. 

“  I  know  it  is ;  and  it’s  equally  so  to 
me.  But  I  see  what’s  going  on,  and  you 
don’t  —  there’s  the  difference.  What 
should  a  young  man  like  you  know  about 
bringing  up  a  schoolgirl?  To  see  you 
entrusted  with  her  at  all  makes  me  very 
nearly  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  ends  of 
Providence.  She’s  a  good  little  girl  by 
nature,  but  your  indulgence  would  spoil 
an  angel.” 

“  I  don’t  indulge  her.  I’ve  forbidden 
her  to  do  lots  of  things.” 

“  Exactly ;  you  come  down  on  the  poor 
thing  when  she’s  not  doing  any  harm, 
and  you  put  no  restrictions  on  the  things 
in  which  she’s  wilful.  If  there’s  a  girl 
on  earth  wTho  is  being  brought  up  back¬ 
wards,  it’s  Dorothea  Pruyn.” 

“  She’s  mjr  child.  I  presume  IVe  got 
a  right  to  do  what  I  like  with  her.” 

“  You’ll  find  that  you’ve  done  what 
you  don’t  like  with  her,  when  you’ve 
allowed  her  to  get  into  a  ridiculous, 
unmaidenly  flirtation  with  the  young 
man  Wappinger.” 

“  I  shouldn’t  let  that  distress  me  if  I 
were  you.  As  far  as  Dorothea  is  con¬ 
cerned,  your  young  man  Wappinger  does¬ 
n’t  exist.” 

“  That’s  as  it  may  be,”  Miss  Lucilla 
sniffed,  now  on  the  brink  of  tears. 

“  That’s  as  it  is,”  he  insisted,  picking 
up  his  hat.  “  It’s  to  be  regretted,”  he  add¬ 
ed,  with  dignity,  as  he  took  his  leave, 
“  that  on  this  subject  you  and  I  cannot 
see  alike ;  but  I  think  you  may  trust 
me  not  to  endanger  the  happiness  of 
my  child.” 

Even  if  Diane  could  have  transcended 
space  to  assist  at  this  brief  interview,  she 
would  probably  have  missed  its  bearing 
on  herself ;  but  had  she  transported  her 
spirit  at  the  same  instant  to  still  another 
scene,  the  effect  would  have  been  more 
enlightening.  While  she  still  stood 
watching  the  rise  and  dip  of  the  steam¬ 
er’s  bow,  Mrs.  Wappinger,  in  a  larger  and 
more  elaborate  mansion  than  the  old- 
fashioned  house  in  Gramercv  Park,  was 
reading  to  her  son  such  portions  of  a 
letter  from  James  Van  Tromp  as  she 


considered  it  discreet  for  him  to  hear. 
A  stout,  florid  lady,  in  jovial  middle  age, 
her  appearance  as  an  agent  in  her  affairs 
would  certainly  have  surprised  Diane, 
had  the  vision  been  vouchsafed  to  her. 

Passing  over  those  sentences  in  which 
the  old  man  admitted  the  wisdom  of  her 
decision  in  rejecting  his  proposals,  on  the 
ground  that  he  saw  now  that  the  married 
state  would  not  have  suited  him,  Mrs. 
Wappinger  came  to  what  was  of  com¬ 
mon  interest. 

“ ( .  .  .  You  will  remember,  my  good 
friend,’  ”  she  read,  with  a  strong  Western 
accent,  “  ‘  that  both  at  the  time  of,  and 
since,  your  husband’s  death  I  have  been 
helpful  to  you  in  your  business  affairs, 
and  laid  you  under  some  obligation  to 
me.  I  have,  therefore,  no  scruple  in  ask¬ 
ing  you  to  fulfil  a  few  wishes  of  mine, 
in  token  of  such  gratitude  as  I  conceive 
you  to  feel.  There  will  arrive  in  your 
city  by  the  steamer  Picardie,  on  the 
twenty-eighth  day  of  this  month,  two 
foolish  women,  answering  to  the  name  of 
Eveleth — mother-in-law  and  daughter-in- 
law — both  widows — and  presenting  the 
sorry  spectacle  of  Naomi  and  Ruth,  re¬ 
turning  to  the  Land  of  Promise,  after  a 
ruinous  sojourn  in  a  foreign  country — 
with  whose  history  you  are  familiar  from 
your  reading  of  the  Scriptures.’  ” 

“  Is  there  a  Bible  in  the  house,  moth¬ 
er?”  Carli  Wappinger  asked,  swinging 
himself  on  the  piano-stool. 

“  I  think  there  must  be — somewhere. 
There  used  to  be  one.  But,  hush !  Let 
me  go  on.  1  They  will  descend,’  ”  she 
continued  to  read,  “  c  at  a  modest  French 
hostelry  in  University  Place,  to  which  I 
have  commended  them,  as  being  within 
their  means.  I  desire,  first,  that  you 
will  make  their  acquaintance  at  your 
earliest  possible  convenience.  I  desire, 
next,  that  you  will  invite  them  to  your 
house  on  some  occasion,  presumably  in 
the  afternoon,  when  you  can  also  ask  my 
nephew,  Derek  Pruyn,  and  Lucilla  Van 
Tromp,  my  niece,  to  meet  them.  I  de¬ 
sire,  furthermore,  that  though  you  may 
use  my  name  to  the  Mesdames  Eveleth, 
as  a  passport  to  their  presence,  you  will 
in  no  wise  speak  of  me  to  my  relatives 
in  question,  or  give  them  to  understand 
that  I  have  inspired  the  invitation  you 
will  accord  them.  .  .  .’  ” 

Mrs.  Wappinger  threw  down  the  letter 
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with  the  emphasis  of  gesture  which  was 
one  of  her  characteristics. 

“  There !”  she  exclaimed,  in  a  loud, 
hearty  voice,  not  without  a  note  of 
triumph;  “that’s  what  I  call  a  chance.” 

“  Chance  for  what,  mother  ?” 

“  Chance  for  a  good  many  things — and 
first  of  all  for  bearding  Lucilla  Van 
Tromp  right  in  her  own  den.” 

“  I  don’t  see — ” 

“  No;  but  I  do.  We’re  on  to  a  big  thing. 
I’ve  got  to  go  right  there;  and  she’s  got 
to  come  right  here.  She’s  held  off,  and 
she’s  kept  me  off;  but  now  the  ice  ’ll  be 
broken  with  a  regular  thaw.” 

“  Still,  I  don’t  see.  It’s  one  thing  to 
invite  her,  to  oblige  old  man  Van  Tromp; 
but  it’s  another  thing  to  get  her  to  come.” 

“  She’ll  come  fast  enough — this  time ; 
she’ll  come  as  if  she  was  shot  here  by  a 
secret  spring.  There  is  a  secret  spring, 
you  may  take  my  word  for  it.  I  don’t 
know  what  it  is,  and  I  don’t  care;  it’s 
enough  for  me  to  know  that  it’s  in  good 
working  order — which  it  is,  if  James  Van 
Tromp  has  got  his  hand  on  it.  James 
Van  Tromp  may  look  like  a  fool  and  talk 
like  a  fool,  but  he  isn’t  a  fool — *  No,  sir !” 

It  is  commonly  believed  that  a  woman 
never  thinks  otherwise  than  gently  of  the 
man  who  has  wanted  to  marry  her;  and 
if  this  be  the  rule,  Mrs.  Wappinger  was 
no  exception  to  it.  As  she  sat  on  the 
sofa  in  her  son’s  room,  the  mere  mention 
of  the  old  man’s  name,  attended  by  the 
kindly  opinion  she  had  just  expressed, 
sent  her  off  into  sudden  reverie.  While 
it  was  quite  true  that,  in  her  own  phrase, 
she  “  would  no  more  have  married  him 
than  she  would  have  married  a  mole,”  it 
was  none  the  less  flattering  to  have  been 
desired.  The  onlooker,  like  Lucilla  Van 
Tromp  or  Derek  Pruyn,  might  wonder 
what  were  those  hidden  forces  of  affinity 
which  led  a  man  to  single  Mrs.  Wap¬ 
pinger  out  of  all  the  women  in  the 
world;  but  to  Mrs.  Wappinger  herself 
the  circumstance  could  not  be  otherwise 
than  pleasing. 

Seeing  her  pensive,  Carli  swung  him¬ 
self  back  to  the  keyboard  again,  pound¬ 
ing  out  a  few  bars  of  the  dance  music 
in  Strauss’s  Salome,  of  which  the  score 
lay  open  before  him.  He  was  a  good- 
looking  young  man  of  twenty-two,  of 
whom  any  mother,  not  too  exacting, 
might  be  proud.  Very  blond — with  well- 
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chiselled  features  and  waving  hair — not 
so  tall  as  to  make  his  excessive  slimness 
seem  disproportionate — there  was  some¬ 
thing  in  the  perfection  with  which  he 
was  “  turned  out  ”  that  gave  him  the  air 
of  a  “  creation.”  Mrs.  Wappinger’s  joy 
in  him  was  the  more  satisfying  because 
of  the  fact  that,  relative  to  herself,  he 
was  in  the  line  of  progress.  He  was  the 
blossom  of  culture,  travel,  and  sport, 
borne  by  her  own  strenuous  generation 
of  successful  material  effort.  To  the 
things  to  which  he  had  attained  she  felt 
that  in  a  certain  sense  she  had  attained 
herself,  on  the  principle  of  facit  per 
odium,  facit  per  se.  In  the  social  position 
she  had  reached  it  was  a  pleasure  to  know 
that  Harvard,  Europe,  and  money  had 
given  Carli  a  refinement  that  made  up 
in  some  measure  for  her  own  deficiencies. 

“Well,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about 
it  ?”  he  asked,  breaking  off  in  the  midst 
of  the  cruel  ecstasy  of  the  daughter  of 
Herodias,  and  swinging  himself  back,  so 
as  to  confront  her. 

“  I’m  going  to  give  a  little  tea,”  Mrs. 
Wappinger  answered,  with  decision;  “a 
iay  antime ,  as  the  French  say.  I  shall 
have  these  two  Eveleths — or  whatever 
their  name  is, — Lucilla  Van  Tromp,  and 
Derek  and  Dorothea  Pruyn.” 

“  You  may  accomplish  the  first  and  the 
last.  You’ll  find  it  difficult  to  fill  in  the 
middle.  To  say  nothing  of  the  old  girl, 
Derek  Pruyn  is  too  busy  for  teas — intime , 
or  otherwise.” 

“  I’m  going  to  have  him,”  she  stated, 
with  energy.  “  You  go  round  and  tell 
Dorothea  she’s  got  to  bring  him — she’s 
just  got  to,  that’s  all.  He’ll  come — I 
know  he  will.  There  are  forces  at  work 
here  that  you  and  I  don’t  see,  and  if 
something  doesn’t  happen,  my  name  isn’t 
Clara  Wappinger.” 

With  this  mysterious  saying  she  rose, 
to  leave  Carli  to  his  music. 

“  How  very  occult !”  he  laughed. 

“Nobody  knows  James  Van  Tromp 
better  than  I  do,”  she  declared,  with 
pride,  turning  on  the  threshold,  “  and  he 
doesn’t  write  that  way  unless  he  has  a 
plan  in  mind.  You  tell  Dorothea  what 
I  say.  Let  me  see!  To-day  is  Tuesday; 
the  Picardie  will  get  in  on  Saturday; 
you’ll  see  Dorothea  on  Sunday;  and  we’ll 
have  the  tea  on  Thursday  next.” 

With  her  habitual  air  of  triumphant 
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decision  Mrs.  Wappinger  departed,  and 
the  incident  closed. 

CHAPTER  V 

T  must  be  admitted  that  Diane  Eveleth 
found  her  entry  into  the  Land  of 
Promise  rather  disappointing.  To  out¬ 
ward  things  she  paid  comparatively  little 
heed.  The  general  aspect  of  New  York 
was  what  she  had  seen  in  pictures  and 
expected.  That  habits  and  customs  should 
be  strange  to  her  she  took  as  a  matter 
of  course;  and  she  was  too  eager  for  a 
welcome  to  be  critical.  As  a  French¬ 
woman,  she  was  neither  curious  nor 
analytical  regarding  that  which  lay  out¬ 
side  her  immediate  sphere  of  interest, 
and  she  instituted  no  comparisons  be¬ 
tween  Broadway  and  the  boulevards,  or 
any  of  the  tall  buildings  and  Notre  Dame. 
It  may  be  confessed  that  her  thoughts 
went  scarcely  beyond  the  human  element, 
with  its  possible  bearing  on  her  fortunes. 

In  this  respect  she  made  the  discovery 
that  Mrs.  Eveleth  was  not  to  be  taken 
as  an  authority.  She  had  given  Diane 
to  understand  that  the  return  of  Naomi 
de  Ruyter  to  New  York  would  be  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  civic  interest,  “  especially  among 
the  old  families,”  and  that  they  would 
scarcely  have  landed  before  finding  them¬ 
selves  amid  people  whom  she  knew.  But 
forty  years  had  made  a  difference,  and 
Mrs.  Eveleth  recognized  no  familiar  faces 
in  the  crowd  congregated  on  the  dock. 
When  it  became  further  evident  that  not 
only  was  Naomi  de  Ruyter  forgotten  in 
the  city  of  her  birth,  but  that  the  very 
landmarks  she  remembered  had  been 
swept  away,  there  was  a  moment  of  dis¬ 
illusion,  not  free  from  tears. 

To  Diane  the  discovery  meant  only 
that,  more  than  she  had  supposed,  she 
would  have  to  depend  upon  herself.  This, 
to  her,  was  the  appalling  fact  that 
dwarfed  all  other  considerations.  To  be 
alone,  while  the  crowds  surged  hurriedly 
by  her,  was  one  thing;  to  be  obliged  to 
press  in  among  them  and  make  room  for 
herself  was  another.  As  she  walked  aim¬ 
lessly  about  the  streets  during  the  few 
days  following  her  arrival  she  had  the 
forlorn  conviction  that  in  these  serried 
ranks  there  could  be  no  place  for  one 
so  insignificant  as  she.  The  knowledge 
that  she  must  make  such  a  place,  or  go 


without  food  and  shelter,  only  served  to 
paralyze  her  energies  and  reduce  her  to 
a  state  of  nerveless  inefficiency. 

She  had  gone  forth  one  day  with  the 
letters  of  introduction  she  hoped  would 
help  her,  only  to  find  that  none  of  the 
persons  to  whom  they  were  addressed  had 
returned  to  town  for  the  winter.  Tired 
and  discouraged,  she  was  endeavoring  on 
her  return  to  cheer  Mrs.  Eveleth  with 
such  bits  of  forced  humor  as  she  could 
squeeze  out  of  the  commonplace  hap¬ 
penings  of  the  day,  when  cards  were 
brought  in  bearing  the  unknown  name 
of  Mrs.  Wappinger. 

That  in  this  huge,  overwhelming  town 
any  one  could  desire  to  make  their  ac¬ 
quaintance  was  in  itself  a  surprise;  but 
in  the  interview  that  followed  Diane  felt 
as  though  she  had  been  caught  up  in  a 
whirlwind  and  carried  away.  Mrs.  Wap- 
pinger’s  autocratic  breeziness  was  so  novel 
in  character  that  she  had  no  more  thought 
of  resisting  it  than  of  resisting  a  sum¬ 
mer  storm.  She  could  only  let  it  blow 
over  her  and  bear  her  whither  it  listed. 
In  the  end  she  felt  like  some  wayfarer 
in  the  Arabian  Nights,  who  has  been 
wafted  by  kindly  jinn  across  unknown 
miles  of  space,  and  set  down  again  many 
leagues  farther  on  in  his  career. 

Never  in  her  life  did  Diane  receive  in 
the  same  amount  of  time  so  much  per¬ 
sonal  information  as  Mrs.  Wappinger 
conveyed  in  the  thirty  minutes  her  visit 
lasted.  She  began  by  explaining  that  she 
was  a  friend  of  James  Van  Tromp’s — 
a  very  great  friend.  In  fact,  her  husband 
had  been  at  one  time  a  partner  in  the 
Van  Tromp  banking-house;  but  it  was 
an  old  business,  and  what  they  call 
conservative,  while  Mr.  Wappinger  was 
from  the  West.  The  West  was  a  long 
way  ahead  of  New  York,  though  Mrs. 
Wappinger  had  “  lived  East”  so  long 
that  she  had  dropped  into  walking  pace 
like  the  rest.  She  traced  her  rise  from 
a  comparatively  obscure  position  in  In¬ 
diana  to  her  present  eminence,  and  gave 
details  as  to  Mr.  Wappinger’s  courtship 
and  the  number  of  children  she  had 
lost.  Left  now  with  one,  she  had  spent 
a  good  deal  of  money  on  him,  and 
was  happy  to  say  that  he  showed  it. 
While  she  preferred  not  to  name  names, 
she  made  no  secret  of  the  fact  that  Carli 
was  in  love;  though  for  her  own  part 
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a  feeling  of  wounded  pride  induced  her 
to  hope  that  he  would  never  enter  a  fam¬ 
ily  where  he  wasn’t  wanted.  The  transi¬ 
tion  of  topic  having  thus  become  easy, 
the  invitation  to  tea  was  given,  and  its 
acceptance  taken  as  a  matter  of  course. 

u  It  ’ll  only  be  a  tay  antime  ”  she  de¬ 
clared,  in  answer  to  Diane’s  faint  pro¬ 
tests,  “  so  you  needn’t  be  afraid  to  come ; 
and  as  I  never  do  things  by  halves  I 
shall  '  send  one  of  my  automobiles  for 
the  old  lady  and  you  at  a  little  after 
four  to-morrow.” 

With  these  words  and  a  hearty  shake 
of  the  hand,  she  bustled  away,  as  sudden¬ 
ly  as  she  had  come,  leaving  Diane  with 
a  bewildering  sense  of  having  beheld  an 
apparition. 

It  was  not  less  surprising  to  find  her¬ 
self,  on  the  following  afternoon,  face  to 
face  with  Derek  Pruyn.  Though  she 
had  expected,  in  so  far  as  she  thought  of 
him  at  all,  that  chance  would  one  day 
throw  them  together,  she  had  not  supposed 
that  the  event  would  occur  so  soon.  The 
lack  of  preparation,  the  change  in  her 
fortunes,  and  the  necessity  to  explain, 
combined  to  bring  about  one  of  those 
rare  moments  in  which  she  found  herself 
at  a  loss. 

On  his  side,  Pruyn  had  come  to  the 
the  intime  with  a  very  special  purpose. 
In  spite  of  the  stoutness  of  his  protest 
when  young  Wappinger’s  name  was 
coupled  with  his  child’s,  he  was  not  with¬ 
out  some  inward  misgivings,  which  he 
resolved  to  allay,  once  and  for  all.  He 
would  dispel  them  by  seeing  with  his  own 
eyes  that  they  had  no  force,  while  he 
would  convict  Miss  Lucilla  of  groundless 
alarm  by  ocular  demonstration.  It  would 
be  enough,  he  was  sure,  to  watch  the 
young  people  together  to  prove  beyond 
cavil  that  Dorothea  was  aware  of  the  gulf 
between  the  son  of  Mrs.  Wappinger — 
worthy  woman  though  she  might  be ! — 
and  a  daughter  of  the  Pruyns.  He  had, 
therefore,  astonished  every  one  not  only 
by  accepting  the  invitation  himself,  but 
by  insisting  that  Miss  Lucilla  should  do 
the  same,  forcing  her  thus  to  become  a 
witness  to  the  vindication  of  his  wisdom. 

Arrived  on  the  spot,  however,  it  vexed 
him  to  find  that  instead  of  being  a  mere 
spectator,  permitted  to  take  notes  at  his 
ease,  he  was  passed  from  lady  to  lady — 


Mrs.  Wappinger,  Miss  Lucilla,  Mrs.  Eve- 
leth,  in  turn — only  to  find  himself  settled 
down  at  last  with  a  strange  young  woman 
in  widow’s  weeds,  in  a  dim  corner  of  the 
drawing-room.  The  meeting  was  the 
more  abrupt  owing  to  the  circumstance 
that  Diane,  unaware  of  his  arrival,  had 
just  emerged  from  the  adjoining  ball¬ 
room,  which  was  decorated  for  a  dance. 
Mrs.  Wappinger,  coming  forward  at  that 
minute  with  a  cup  of  tea  for  Diane,  pro¬ 
nounced  their  names  with  hurried  indis¬ 
tinctness,  and  left  them  together. 

With  her  quick  eye  for  small  social 
indications  Diane  saw  that,  owing  to  the 
dimness  of  the  room  and  the  nature  of 
her  dress,  he  did  not  know  her,  while  he 
resented  the  necessity  for  talking  to  one 
person,  wThen  he  was  obviously  looking 
about  for  another.  With  her  teacup  in 
her  hand  she  slipped  into  a  chair,  so 
that  he  had  no  choice  but  to  sit  down 
beside  her. 

He  was  not  what  is  called  a  lady’s  man, 
and  in  the  most  fluent  of  moods  his  supply 
of  easy  conversation  was  small.  On  the 
present  occasion  he  felt  the  urgency  of 
speech  without  the  inspiration  to  meet 
the  need.  With  a  furtive  flutter  of  the 
eyelids,  while  she  sipped  her  tea,  she  took 
in  the  salient  changes  the  last  five  years 
had  produced  in  him,  noting  in  partic¬ 
ular  that  though  slightly  older  he  had 
improved  in  looks,  and  that  the  dark- 
red  carnation  still  held  its  place  in 
his  buttonhole. 

“  Very  unseasonable  weather  for  the 
time  of  year,”  he  managed  to  stammer, 
at  last. 

“  Is  it  ?  I  hadn’t  noticed.” 

His  manner  took  on  a  shade  of  dignity 
still  more  severe,  as  he  wondered  whether 
this  reply  was  a  snub  or  a  mere  ineptitude. 

“  You  don’t  worry  about  such  trifles 
as  the  weather?”  he  struggled  on. 

“  Not  often.” 

“  May  I  ask  how  you  escape  the  ne¬ 
cessity  ?” 

“  By  having  more  pressing  things  to 
think  about.” 

With  the  finality  of  this  reply  the  brief 
conversation  dropped,  though  the  percep¬ 
tion  on  Derek’s  part  that  it  was  not  from 
her  inability  to  carry  it  on  stirred  him 
to  an  unusual  feeling  of  pique.  Most 
of  the  women  he  met  were  ready  to  en¬ 
tertain  him  without  putting  him  to  any 


264 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


exertion  whatever.  They  even  went  so 
far  as  to  manifest  a  disposition  to  be 
agreeable,  before  which  he  often  found 
it  necessary  to  retire.  Without  being 
fatuous  on  the  point,  he  could  not  be  un¬ 
aware  of  the  general  conviction  that  a 
wealthy  widower,  who  could  still  call  him¬ 
self  young,  must  be  in  want  of  a  wife; 
and  as  long  as  he  was  unconscious  of  the 
need  himself,  he  judged  it  wise  to  be  as 
little  as  possible  in  feminine  society.  On 
the  rare  occasions  when  he  ventured  there¬ 
in  he  was  not  able  to  complain  of  a  lack 
of  welcome;  nor  could  he  remember  an 
instance  in  which  his  hesitating,  some¬ 
what  scornful,  advances  had  not  been 
cordially  met,  until  to-day.  The  imme¬ 
diate  effect  was  to  cause  him  to  look  at 
Diane  with  a  closer,  if  somewhat  haughty, 
attention,  their  eyes  meeting  as  he  did 
so.  Her  voice,  with  its  blending  of 
French  and  Irish  elements,  had  already 
made  its  appeal  to  his  memory,  so  that 
the  minute  was  one  in  which  the  presen¬ 
timent  of  recognition  came  before  the 
recognition  itself.  In  his  surprise  he  half 
arose  from  his  chair,  resuming  his  seat 
as  his  words  came  out. 

“  It’s  Mademoiselle  de  la  Eerronays !” 

His  astonished  tone  and  awe-struck 
manner  called  to  Diane’s  lips  a  little 
smile. 

“  It  used  to  be,”  she  said,  trying  to 
speak  naturally ;  “  it’s  Mrs.  Eveleth  now.” 

“  Yes,”  he  responded,  with  the  absent 
air  of  a  man  getting  his  wits  together; 
“I  remember;  that  was  the  name.” 

“  You  knew,  then,  that  I’d  been 
married  ?” 

“Yes;  but  I  didn’t  know — ” 

His  glance  at  her  dress  finished  the 
sentence,  and  she  hastened  to  reply. 

“No;  of  course  not.  My  husband  died 
at  the  beginning  of  last  summer — six 
months  ago.  I  hoped  some  one  would 
have  told  you  before  we  met.  But  we 
have  not  many  common  acquaintances, 
have  we  ?” 

“  I  hope  we  may  have  more  now — if 
you’re  making  a  visit  to  New  York.” 

“  I’m  making  more  than  a  visit.  I  ex¬ 
pect  to  stay.” 

“  Oh  ?  Do  you  think  you’ll  like  that  ?” 

“It  isn’t  a  question  of  liking;  it’s  a 
question  of  living.  I  may  as  well  tell 
you  at  once  that  since  my  husband’s 
death  I  have  my  own  bread  to  earn.” 


To  no  Frenchwoman  of  her  rank  in 
life  could  this  statement  have  been  an 
easy  one,  but  by  making  it  with  a  cer¬ 
tain  quiet  outspokenness  she  hoped  to 
cover  up  her  foolish  sense  of  shame.  The 
moment  was  not  made  less  difficult 
for  her  by  the  astonishment,  mingled 
with  embarrassment,  with  which  he  took 
her  remark. 

“You?”  he  cried;  “you?” 

“  It  isn’t  anything  very  unusual,  is  it?” 
she  smiled.  “  I’m  not  the  first  person 
in  the  world  to  make  the  attempt.” 

“  And  may  I  ask  if  you’re  succeeding  ?” 

“  I  haven’t  begun  yet.  I  only  arrived 
a  few  days  ago.” 

“  Oh,  I  see.  You’ve  come  here — ” 

“  In  the  hope  of  finding  employment — 
just  like  the  rest  of  the  disinherited  of 
the  earth.  I  hope  to  give  French  les¬ 
sons,  and — ” 

“  There’s  always  an  opening  to  any  one 
who  can,”  he  interrupted,  encouragingly. 
“  I’m  not  without  influence  in  one  or 
two  good  schools  that  my  daughter 
has  attended — ” 

“  Is  that  your  daughter  ?”  she  asked, 
glad  to  escape  from  her  subject,  now  that 
it  was  stated  plainly,  “  the  very  pretty 
girl  in  red?” 

The  question  gave  Pruyn  the  excuse  he 
wanted  for  looking  about  him. 

“  I  believe  she’s  in  red — but  I  don’t 
see  her.” 

He  searched  the  dimly  lighted  room, 
where  Mrs.  Wappinger  sat,  silent  and 
satisfied,  behind  her  tea  table,  while  Mrs. 
Eveleth  was  conversing  with  Lucilla  on 
Knickerbocker  genealogy;  but  neither  of 
the  young  people  was  to  be  seen.  His 
look  of  anxiety  did  not  escape  Diane,  who 
responded  to  it  with  her  usual  straight¬ 
forward  promptness. 

“  I  fancy  she’s  still  in  the  ballroom 
with  young  Mr.  Wappinger,”  she  ex¬ 
plained.  “  We  were  all  there  a  few  min¬ 
utes  ago,  looking  at  the  decorations  for 
the  dance  Mrs.  Wappinger  is  giving  to¬ 
night.  It  was  before  you  came.” 

The  shadow  that  shot  across  his  face 
was  a  thing  to  be  noticed  only  by  one 
accustomed  to  read  the  most  trivial  signs 
in  the  social  sky.  In  an  instant  she  took 
in  the  main  points  of  the  case  as  ac¬ 
curately  as  if  Mrs.  Wappinger  had  named 
those  names  over  which  she  had  shown 
such  laudable  reserve. 
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“Wouldn't  you  like  to  see  them? — the 
decorations?  They’re  very  pretty.  It’s 
just  in  here.” 

She  rose  as  she  spoke,  with  a  gesture  of 
the  hand  towards  the  ballroom.  He  fol¬ 
lowed,  because  she  led  the  way,  but  with¬ 
out  seeing  the  meaning  of  the  move  until 
they  were  actually  on  the  polished  parquet. 
Owing  to  the  darkness  of  the  December 
afternoon,  the  large  empty  room  was  lit 
up  as  brilliantly  as  at  night.  For  a  min¬ 
ute  they  stood  on  the  threshold,  looking 
absently  at  the  palms  grouped  in  the 
corners  and  the  garlands  festooning  the 
walls.  It  was  only  then  that  Pruyn  saw 
the  motive  of  her  coming;  and  for  an 
instant  he  forgot  his  worry  in  the  per¬ 
ception  that  this  woman  had  divined 
his  thought. 

“  There’s  no  one  here,”  he  said  at  last, 
in  a  tone  of  relief,  which  betrayed  him 
once  more. 

“  No,”  Diane  replied,  half  turning 
round.  “  Perhaps  we  had  better  go  back 
to  the  drawing-room.  My  mother-in-law 
will  be  getting  tired.” 

“  Wait,”  he  said,  imperiously.  “  Isn’t 
that—?” 

He  was  again  conscious  of  having  ad¬ 
mitted  her  into  a  sort  of  confidence;  but 
he  had  scarcely  time  to  regret  it  before 
there  was  a  Hash  of  red  between  the  tall 
potted  shrubs  that  screened  an  alcove. 
Dorothea  sauntered  into  view,  with  Carli 
Wappinger,  bending  slightly  over  her, 
walking  by  her  side.  They  were  too  deep 
in  conversation  to  know  themselves  ob¬ 
served;  but  the  earnestness  with  which 
the  young  man  spoke  became  evident 
when  he  put  out  his  hand  and  laid  it 
gently  on  the  muff  Dorothea  held  before 
her.  In  the  act,  from  which  Dorothea 
did  not  draw  back,  there  was  nothing 
beyond  the  admission  of  a  certain  de¬ 
gree  of  intimacy;  but  Diane  felt,  through 
all  her  highly  trained  subconscious 
sensibilities,  the  shock  it  produced  in 
Derek’s  mind. 

The  situation  belonged  too  entirely  to 
the  classic  repertoire  of  life  to  present 
any  difficulties  to  a  woman  who  knew  that 
catastrophe  is  often  averted  by  keeping 
close  to  the  commonplace. 

“  Isn’t  she  pretty !”  she  exclaimed,  in 
a  tone  of  polite  enthusiasm.  “Mayn’t  I 
speak  to  her?  I  haven’t  met  her  yet.” 

Before  she  had  finished  the  concluding 


words,  or  Wappinger  had  withdrawn  his 
hand  from  Dorothea’s  muff,  she  had 
glided  across  the  floor,  and  disturbed  the 
young  people  from  their  absorption  in 
one  another. 

“  Mr.  Wappinger,”  Derek  heard  her  say, 
as  he  approached,  “  I  want  you  to  intro¬ 
duce  me  to  Miss  Pruyn.  I’m  Mrs.  Eve- 
leth,  Miss  Pruyn,”  she  continued,  without 
waiting  for  Carli’s  intermediary  offices. 
“  I  couldn’t  go  away  without  saying  just 
a  word  to  you.” 

If  she  supposed  she  was  coming  to 
Dorothea’s  rescue  in  a  moment  which 
might  be  one  of  embarrassment,  she 
found  herself  mistaken.  No  experienced 
dowager  could  have  been  more  amiable 
to  a  nice  governess  than  Dorothea  Pruyn 
to  a  lady  in  reduced  circumstances.  A 
facility  in  adapting  herself  to  other  peo¬ 
ple’s  manners  enabled  Diane  to  accept  her 
cue;  and  presently  all  four  were  on  their 
way  back  to  the  drawing-room,  where 
farewells  were  spoken. 

While  Miss  Lucilla  was  making  Mrs. 
Eveleth  renew  her  promise  to  come  and 
see  her,  and  “  bring  young  Mrs.  Eveleth 
with  her,”  Pruyn  found  an  opportunity 
for  another  word  with  Diane. 

“  You  must  understand,”  he  said,  in 
a  tone  which  he  tried  to  make  one  of 
explanation  for  her  enlightenment  rather 
than  of  apology  for  Dorothea, — “  you 
must  understand  that  girls  have  a  good 
deal  of  liberty  in  America.” 

“  They  have  everywhere,”  she  rejoined. 
“  Even  in  France,  where  they’ve  been  kept 
so  strictly,  the  old  law  of  Purdah  has  been 
more  or  less  relaxed.” 

“  If  you  take  up  teaching  as  a  work, 
you’ll  naturally  be  thrown  among  our 
young  people;  and  you  may  see  things 
to  which  it  will  be  difficult  to  adjust 
your  mind.” 

“  I’ve  had  a  good  deal  of  practice  in 
adjusting  my  mind.  It  often  seems  to 
me  as  movable  as  if  it  was  on  a  pivot. 
I’m  rather  ashamed  of  it.” 

“  You  needn’t  be.  On  the  contrary, 
you’ll  find  it  especially  useful  in  this 
country,  where  foreigners  are  often  eager 
to  convert  us  to  their  customs,  while  we 
are  tenacious  of  our  own.” 

“  Thank  you,”  she  said,  in  the  spirit 
of  meekness  his  didactic  attitude  seemed 
to  require.  “  I’ll  try  to  remember  that, 
and  not  fall  into  the  mistake.” 
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“  And  if  I  can  do  anything  for  you,” 
he  went  on,  awkwardly,  “  in  the  way  of 
schools — or — or — recommendations, — you 
know  I  promised  long  ago  that  if  you 
ever  needed  any  one — ” 

“  Thank  you  once  more,”  she  said,  hur¬ 
riedly,  before  he  had  time  to  go  on.  “  I 
know  I  can  count  on  your  help ;  and  if 
I  require  a  good  word,  I  shall  not  hesitate 
to  ask  you  for  it.” 

As  she  slipped  away,  Pruyn  was  left 
with  the  uncomfortable  sense  of  having 
appeared  to  a  disadvantage.  He  had 
been  stilted  and  patronizing,  when  he 
had  meant  to  be  cordial  and  kind. 
On  the  other  hand,  he  resented  the 
quickness  with  which  she  had  read  his 
thoughts,  as  well  as  her  perception  that 
he  had  ground  for  uneasiness  regarding 
his  child.  That  she  should  penetrate  the 
inner  shrine  of  reserve  he  kept  closed 
against  those  who  stood  nearest  to  him 
in  the  world  gave- him  a  sense  of  injury; 
and  he  turned  this  feeling  to  account 
during  the  next  few  hours  in  trying  to 
deaden  the  echo  of  the  French  voice 
with  the  Irish  intonation  that  haunted 
his  inner  hearing,  as  well  as  to  banish 
the  memory  of  the  plaintive  smile,  in 
which,  as  he  feared,  meekness  was  blend¬ 
ed  with  amusement  at  his  expense. 

CHAPTER  VI 

E  the  secret  spring  worked  by  James 
Van  Tromp  had  been  an  active  agency 
in  bringing  Diane  and  Derek  Pruyn 
once  more  together,  as  well  as  in  cre¬ 
ating  the  intimacy  that  sprang  up  dur¬ 
ing  the  next  two  months  between  Miss 
Lucilla  and  the  elder  Mrs.  Eveleth,  it 
had  certainly  nothing  to  do  with  the 
South  American  complications  in  the 
business  of  Van  Tromp  and  Co.,  which 
made  Pruyn’s  departure  for  Rio  de 
Janeiro  a  possibility  of  the  near  future. 
He  had  long  foreseen  that  he  would  he 
obliged  to  make  the  journey  sooner  or 
later,  but  that  he  should  have  to  do  it 
just  now  was  particularly  inconvenient. 
There  was  but  one  aspect  in  which  the 
expedition  might  prove  a  blessing  in  dis¬ 
guise — he  might  take  Dorothea  with  him. 

During  the  six  or  eight  weeks  fol¬ 
lowing  the  afternoon  at  Mrs.  Wap- 
pinger’s  he  had  bestowed  upon  Dorothea 
no  small  measure  of  attention,  ob¬ 


taining  much  the  same  result  as  a 
mastiff  might  gain  from  his  investiga¬ 
tion  of  the  ways  of  a  bird-of-paradise. 
He  informed  himself  as  to  her  diversions 
and  her  dancing-classes,  making  the  dis¬ 
covery  that  what  other  girls’  mothers  did 
for  them  Dorothea  was  doing  for  herself. 
As  far  as  he  could  see,  she  was  bringing 
herself  up  with  the  aid  of  a  chosen  band 
of  eligible,  well-conducted  young  men, 
varying  in  age  from  nineteen  to  twenty- 
two,  whom  she  was  training  as  a  sort  of 
body-guard  against  the  day  of  her  “  com¬ 
ing  out.”  On  the  occasions  when  he  had 
opportunities  for  observation  he  noted 
the  skill  with  which  she  managed  them, 
as  well  as  the  chivalry  with  which  they 
treated  her;  and  yet  there  was  in  the 
situation  an  indefinable  element  that  dis¬ 
pleased  him.  It  was  something  of  a  shock 
to  learn  that  the  flower  he  thought 
he  was  cultivating  in  secluded  sweetness 
under  glass  had  taken  root  of  its  own 
accord  in  the  midst  of  young  New  York’s 
great,  gay  parterre.  Aware  of  the  pos¬ 
sibilities  of  this  soil  to  produce  over- 
stimulated  growth,  he  could  think  of 
nothing  better  than  to  pluck  it  up  and, 
temporarily  at  least,  transplant  it  else¬ 
where.  Having  come  to  the  decision  over¬ 
night,  he  made  the  proposition  when  they 
met  at  breakfast  in  the  morning. 

A  prettier  object  than  Miss  Dorothea 
Pruyn,  at  the  head  of  her  father’s  table, 
it  would  have  been  difficult  to  find  in  the 
whole  range  of  “  dainty  rogues  in  porce¬ 
lain.”  From  the  top  of  her  bronze- 
colored  hair  to  the  tip  of  her  bronze- 
colored  shoes  she  was  as  complete  as  taste 
could  make  her.  The  flash  of  her  eyes 
as  she  lifted  them  suddenly,  and  as  sud¬ 
denly  dropped  them,  over  her  task  among 
the  coffee-cups  was  like  that  of  summer 
waters;  while  the  rapture  of  youth  was 
in  her  smile,  and  a  becoming  school¬ 
girl  shyness  in  her  fleeting  blushes.  In 
the  floral  language  of  American  society, 
she  was  “  not  a  bud  ” ;  she  was  only  that 
small,  hard,  green  thing  out  of  which  the 
bud  is  to  unfold  itself,  but  which  does  not 
lack  a  beauty  of  promise  specially  its -own. 
If  any  criticism  could  be  passed  upon 
her,  it  was  that  which  her  father  made 
— that  there  was  danger  of  the  promise 
being  anticipated  by  a  rather  premature 
fulfilment,  and  the  flower  that  needed  time 
forced  into  a  hurried,  hot-house  bloom. 
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“What!  And  leave  my  friends!’’  she 
exclaimed,  when  Derek,  with  some  hesita¬ 
tion,  had  asked  her  how  she  would  like 
the  journey. 

“  They  would  keep.” 

“  That’s  just  what  they  wouldn’t  do. 
When  I  came  back  I  should  find  them  in 
all  sorts  of  new  combinations,  out  of 
which  I  should  be  dropped.  You’ve  got 
to  be  on  the  spot  to  keep  in  your  set, 
otherwise  you’re  lost.” 

“  Why  should  you  be  in  a  set  ?  Why 
shouldn’t  you  be  independent?” 

“  That  just  shows  how  much  you  under¬ 
stand,  father,”  she  said,  pityingly.  “  A 
girl  who  isn’t  in  a  set  is  as  much  an  out¬ 
sider  as  a  Hindoo  who  isn’t  in  a  caste. 
T  must  know  people;  and  I  must  know 
the  right  people;  and  I  must  know  no 
one  but  the  right  people.  It’s  perfect¬ 
ly  simple.” 

“  Oh,  perfectly.  I  can’t  help  wondering, 
though,  how  you  recognize  the  right  peo¬ 
ple  when  you  see  them.” 

“  By  instinct.  You  couldn’t  make  a 
mistake  about  that,  any  more  than  one 
pigeon  could  make  a  mistake  about  an¬ 
other,  or  take  it  for  a  crow.” 

“And  is  young  Wappinger  one  of  the 
right  people?” 

It  was  with  an  effort  that  Derek 
made  up  his  mind  to  broach  this  sub¬ 
ject,  but  Dorothea’s  self-possession  was 
not  disturbed. 

“  Certainly,”  she  replied,  briefly,  with 
perhaps  a  slight  accentuation  of  her 
maiden  dignity. 

“  I’m  rather  surprised  at  that.” 

“  Yes ;  you  would  be,”  she  conceded ; 
“  but  I  couldn’t  make  you  understand  it, 
any  more  than  you  could  make  me  un¬ 
derstand  banking.” 

“  I’m  not  convinced  of  the  impossibility 
of  either,”  he  objected,  knocking  the  top 
off  an  egg.  a  Suppose  you  were  to  try.” 

Dorothea  shook  her  head. 

“  It  wouldn’t  be  of  any  use.  The  fact 
is,  I  really  don’t  understand  it  myself. 
What’s  more,  I  don’t  suppose  anybody 
else  does.  Carli  Wappinger  belongs  to 
the  right  people  because  the  right  people 
say  he  does;  and  there  is  no  more  to  be 
said  about  it.” 

“I  should  think  that  Mrs.  Wappinger 
might  be  a — drawback.” 

“  Not  if  the  right  people  don’t  think 
so;  and  they  don’t.  They’ve  taken  her 


up,  and  they  ask  her  everywhere;  but 
they  couldn’t  tell  you  why  they  do  it,  any 
more  than  birds  could  tell  you  why  they 
migrate.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  they  don’t 
care.  They  just  do  it,  and  let  it  be.” 

“  That  sort  of  election  and  predestina¬ 
tion  may  be  very  convenient  for  Mrs. 
Wappinger,  but  I  should  think  you  might 
have  reasons  for  not  caring  to  endorse  it.” 

“  I  haven’t.  Why  should  I,  more  than 
anybody  else?” 

“  You’ve  so  much  social  perspicacity 
that  I  hoped  you  would  see  without  my 
having  to  tell  you.  It’s  chiefly  a  question 
of  antecedents.” 

Dorothea  looked  thoughtful,  her  head 
tipped  to  one  side,  as  she  buttered  a  bit 
of  toast. 

“  I  know  that’s  an  important  point,” 
she  admitted,  “  but  it  isn’t  everything. 
You’ve  got  to  look  at  things  all  round,  and 
not  mistake  your  shadow  for  your  bone.” 

“  I’m  glad  you  see  there  is  a  shadow.” 

“  I  see  there  is  only  a  shadow.” 

“  A  shadow  on — what  ?” 

Pruyn  meant  this  for  a  leading  ques¬ 
tion,  and  as  such  Dorothea  took  it.  She 
gazed  at  him  for  a  minute  with  the  clear 
eyes  and  straightforward  expression  that 
were  so  essential  a  part  of  her  dainty, 
self-reliant  personality.  If  she  was  bra¬ 
cing  herself  for  an  effort,  there  was  no 
external  sign  of  it. 

“  I  may  as  well  tell  you,  father,”  she 
said,  “that  Carli  Wappinger  has  asked 
me  to  marry  him.” 

For  a  long  minute  Derek  sat  with  body 
seemingly  stunned,  but  with  mind  busily 
searching  for  the  wisest  way  in  which  to 
take  this  astounding  bit  of  information. 
At  the  end  of  many  seconds  of  silence  he 
exploded  in  loud  laughter,  choosing  this 
method  of  treating  Dorothea’s  confidence 
in  order  to  impress  her  with  the  ludicrous 
aspect  of  the  affair,  as  it  must  appear  to 
the  grown-up  mind. 

“  Funny,  isn’t  it?”  she  remarked,  dryly, 
when  he  thought  it  advisable  to  grow 
calmer. 

“It’s  not  only  funny;  it’s  the  drollest 
thing  I  ever  heard  in  my  life.” 

“  I  thought  it  might  strike  you  that 
way.  That’s  why  I  told  you.” 

“  And  what  did  you  tell  him ,  if  I 
may  ask?” 

“  I  told  him  it  was  out  of  the  ques¬ 
tion — for  the  present.” 
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“  For  the  present !  That’s  good.  But 
why  the  reservation?” 

“  I  couldn’t  tell  him  it  would  be  out 
of  the  question  always,  because  I  didn’t 
know.  As  long  as  he  didn’t  ask  me  for 
a  definite  answer,  I  didn’t  feel  obliged 
to  give  him  one.” 

“  I  think  you  might  have  committed 
yourself  as  far  as  that.” 

“  I  prefer  not  to  commit  myself  at  all. 
I’m  very  young  and  inexperienced — ” 

“  I’m  glad  you  see  that.” 

“  Though  neither  so  inexperienced  nor 
so  young  as  mamma  was  when  she  mar¬ 
ried  you.  And  you  were  only  twenty-one 
yourself,  father,  while  Carli  is  nearly 
twenty-three.” 

“  I  wouldn’t  compare  the  two  instances 
if  I  were  you.” 

“  I  don’t.  1  merely  state  the  facts.  I 
want  to  make  it  plain  that,  though  we’re 
both  very  young,  we’re  not  so  young  as 
to  make  the  case  exceptional.” 

“  But  I  understood  you  to  say  that 
there  was  no — case.” 

“  There  is  to  this  extent :  that  while 
I’m  free,  Carli  considers  himself  bound. 
That’s  the  way  we’ve  left  it.” 

“  That  is  to  say,  he’s  engaged,  but 
you  aren’t.” 

“  That’s  what  Carli  thinks.” 

“  Then  I  refuse  to  consent  to  it.” 

“  But,  father  dear,”  Dorothea  asked, 
arching  her  pretty  eyebrows,  “  do  you 
have  to  consent  to  what  Carli  thinks 
about  himself?  Can’t  he  do  that  just 
as  he  likes?” 

“  He  can’t  become  a  hanger-on  of  my 
family  without  my  permission.” 

“  He  says  he’s  not  going  to  hang  on, 
but  to  stand  off.  He’s  going  to  allow  me 
full  liberty  of  action  and  fair  play.” 

“  That’s  very  kind  of  him.” 

“  Only,  when  I  choose  to  come  back 
to  him  I  shall  find  him  waiting.” 

“  I  might  suggest  that  you  never  go 
back  to  him  at  all,  only  that  there’s  a 
better  way  of  meeting  the  situation.  That 
is  to  put  a  stop  to  the  nonsense  now; 
and  I  shall  take  steps  to  do  it.” 

Dorothea  preserved  her  self-control,  but 
two  tiny  hectic  spots  began  to  burn  in 
her  cheeks,  while  she  kept  her  eyes  per¬ 
sistently  lowered,  as  though  to  veil  the 
spirit  of  determination  glowing  there. 

“  Hadn’t  you  better  leave  that  to  me  ?” 
she  asked,  after  a  brief  pause. 


“  I  will,  if  you  promise  to  put  it 
through.” 

“  You  see,”  she  answered,  in  a  reason¬ 
ing  tone,  “  my  whole  object  is  not  to  prom¬ 
ise  anything — yet.  I  should  think  the 
advantage  of  that  would  strike  you,  if  only 
from  the  point  of  view  of  business.  It’s 
like  having  the  refusal  of  a  picture  or 
a  piece  of  property.  You  may  never  want 
them;  but  it  does  no  harm  to  know  that 
nobody  else  can  get  them  till  you  decide.” 

“  Neither  does  it  do  any  harm  to  let 
somebody  else  have  a  chance,  when  you 
know  that  you  can’t  take  them.” 

“  Of  course  not;  but  I  couldn’t  say  that 
now.  I  quite  realize  that  I’m  too  young 
to  know  my  own  mind;  and  it’s  only  rea¬ 
sonable  to  consider  things  all  round. 
Carli  is  rich  and  good-looking.  He  has 
a  cultivated  mind  and  a  kind  heart. 
There  are  lots  of  men,  to  whom  you’d 
have  no  objection  whatever,  who  wouldn’t 
possess  all  those  qualifications,  or  per¬ 
haps  any  of  them.” 

“  Nevertheless,  I  should  imagine  that 
the  fact  that  I  have  objections  would 
have  its  weight  with  you.” 

“Naturally;  and  yet  you  would  neither 
force  me  into  what  I  didn’t  like  to  do, 
nor  refuse  me  what  I  wanted.” 

With  this  definition  of  his  parental  at¬ 
titude  Dorothea  pushed  back  her  chair  and 
moved  sedately  from  the  room. 

Physically  Derek  was  able  to  go  on 
with  his  breakfast  and  finish  it,  but  men¬ 
tally  he  was  like  a  man,  accustomed  to 
action,  who  suddenly  finds  himself  para¬ 
lyzed.  To  the  best  of  his  knowledge  he 
had  never  before  been  put  in  a  position  in 
which  he  had  no  idea  whatever  as  to  what 
to  do.  He  had  been  placed  in  some  puz¬ 
zling  dilemmas  in  private  life,  and  had 
passed  through  some  serious  crises  in 
financial  affairs,  but  he  had  always  been 
able  to  take  some  course,  even  if  it  was 
a  mistaken  one.  It  had  been  reserved 
for  Dorothea  to  checkmate  him  in  such 
a  way  that  he  could  not  move  at  all. 

That  the  feminine  mind  possessed 
resources  which  his  own  did  not  was  a 
claim  Derek  had  made  it  a  principle  to 
deny.  The  theory  on  which  he  had 
brought  up  Dorothea  had  been  based  on 
his  belief  in  his  own  insight  into  his 
daughter’s  character.  Though  he  was  far 
from  abjuring  that  confidence  even  yet. 
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nevertheless,  when  the  succeeding  days 
brought  no  enlightenment  of  counsel,  and 
the  long  journey  to  South  America  became 
more  imminent,  he  was  forced  once  more 
to  turn  his  steps  towards  Gramercy  Park, 
and  seek  inspiration  from  the  great,  eter¬ 
nal  mother-spirit  of  mankind,  as  repre¬ 
sented  by  his  cousin. 

Miss  Lucilla  Van  Tromp  passed  among 
her  friends  as  a  sort  of  diffident  Minerva. 
Though  deficient  in  outward  charms,  she 
was  considered  to  possess  intellectual 
ability;  and,  having  once  been  told  that 
her  profile  resembled  George  Eliot’s,  she 
made  the  pursuit  of  learning,  music,  and 
Knickerbocker  genealogy  her  special  aims. 
Derek  had,  all  his  life,  felt  for  her  a 
special  tenderness;  and  having  neither 
mother,  wife,  nor  sister,  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  coming  to  her  with  his  cares. 

“  You’re  a  woman,”  he  declared,  now, 
in  summing  up  his  case.  “You’re  a 
woman.  If  you’d  been  married,  you  would 
probably  have  had  children.  You  ought 
to  be  able  to  tell  me  exactly  what  to  do.” 

Plushes  of  shy  rapture  illumined  and 
softened  her  ill-assorted  features  on  being 
cited  as  the  type  of  maternity  and  sex, 
so  that  when  she  replied  it  was  with  an 
air  of  authority. 

“  I  can  tell  you  what  to  do,  Derek ; 
but  I’ve  done  it  already,  and  you  would¬ 
n’t  listen.  You  should  send  her  to  a 
good  school — ” 

“  It’s  too  late  for  that.  She  would¬ 
n’t  go.” 

“  Then  you  should  have  some  woman 
to  live  in  your  house  who  would  be  wise 
enough  to  manage  her.” 

“  No.” 

He  jerked  out  the  monosyllable,  and 
began,  according  to  his  custom  when 
puzzled  or  annoyed,  to  stride  up  and  down 
the  library. 

“  That  is,”  Miss  Lucilla  went  on,  “  you 
wouldn’t  like  it.  It  would  bore  you  to 
see  a  stranger  in  the  house.” 

“  Naturally.” 

“  And  so  you  would  sacrifice  Dorothea 
to  your  personal  convenience.” 

“  I  wouldn’t,  if  there  was  a  woman  com¬ 
petent  to  take  the  place;  but  there  isn’t.” 

“  There  is.  There’s  Diane  Eveleth.” 

“  m0  ?” 

The  dark  flush  that  swept  into  his  face 
made  it  clear  to  Lucilla  that  his  ques¬ 
tion  was  not  put  for  purposes  of  in- 
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formation.  She  had  remarked  in  Derek 
during  the  past  few  weeks  a  manner  of 
fighting  shy  of  Diane  at  variance  with 
his  usual  method  with  women.  Safety 
in  flight  was  the  course  he  commonly 
adopted;  but  since  Diane  appeared  on 
the  scene,  Lucilla  had  noticed  that  it 
was  flight  with  a  curious  tendency  to 
look  backwards. 

“  I  said  Diane  Eveleth,”  she  replied, 
in  tactful  answer  to  his  superfluous 
question ;  “  and  I  assure  you  she’s  fully 
equal  to  the  duties  you  would  require 
of  her.  I  suppose  you’ve  never  noticed 
her  especially — ?” 

“  I  used  to  know  her  a  little,”  he  said, 
in  an  offhand  manner.  “  I’ve  seen  her 
here.  That’s  all.” 

“  If  a  woman  could  have  been  made  on 
purpose  for  what  you  want,  it’s  she.” 

“  Dear  me !  You  don’t  say  so !” 

“  It’s  no  use  trying  to  be  sarcastic  about 
it,  Derek.  She’s  not  the  one  to  suffer 
by  it ;  it’s  Dorothea.  Though,  when  it 
comes  to  suffering,  she  has  her  share, 
poor  thing.” 

“  I  suppose  no  decent  woman  who  has 
just  lost  her  husband  is  expected  to  be 
absolutely  hilarious  over  the  event.” 

“  She  hasn’t  just  lost  him ;  it’s  getting 
on  towards  a  year.  And  besides,  it  isn’t 
only  that.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  don’t 
believe  she  ever  loved  him  as  she  could 
love  the  man  to  whom  she  gave  her  heart. 
If  grief  was  her  only  trouble,  I  am  sure 
the  poor  thing  could  bear  it.” 

“  And  can’t  she  bear  it  as  it  is  ?” 

“  The  fact  that  she  does  bear  it  shows 
that  she  can;  but  it  must  be  hard  for  a 
woman,  who  has  lived  as  she  has,  to  be 
brought  to  want.” 

“Want?  Isn’t  that  a  strong  word? 
One  isn’t  in  want  unless  one  is  without 
food  and  shelter.” 

“  She  has  the  shelter  for  the  time  be¬ 
ing;  I’m  not  sure  that  she  always  has 
the  food.” 

“What?  You  don’t  know  what  you’re 
saying.” 

“I  know  exactly  what  I’m  saying; 
and  I  mean  exactly  what  I  say.  There 
have  been  days  when  I’ve  suspected  that 
she’s  pinching  in  the  essentials  of  meat 
and  drink.” 

“  But  she  has  pupils.” 

“  She  has  two ;  but  they  must  pay  her 
very  little.  It’s  dreadful  for  people  who 
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have  as  much  as  we  to  have  to  look  on  at 
the  tragedy  of  others  going  hungry — ” 

“  Good  Lord !  Don’t  pile  it  on.” 

Striding  to  a  window,  he  stood  with  his 
back  to  her,  staring  out. 

“  I’m  not  piling  it  on,  Derek.  I  wish 

I  were.” 

“Well,  can’t  we  do  something?  If  it’s 
as  you  say,  they  mustn’t  be  left  like  that.” 

“  It’s  a  very  delicate  matter.  The 
mother-in-law  has  money  of  her  own ; 
but  Diane  has  nothing.  It’s  difficult  to 
see  what  to  do,  except  to  find  her 
a  situation.” 

“  Then  find  her  one.” 

“I  have ;  hut  you  won’t  take  her.” 

“  In  any  case,”  he  said,  in  the  ag¬ 
gressive  tone  of  a  man  putting  forward 
a  weak  final  argument,  “  you  couldn’t 
leave  the  mother-in-law  all  alone.” 

“  I’d  take  her,”  Lucilla  said,  promptly. 

II  You  have  no  idea  how  much  I  want  her, 
in  this  big,  empty  house.  It’s  getting  to 
be  more  than  I  can  do  to  take  care  of 
Aunt  Regina  all  alone.” 

Minutes  went  by  in  silence;  but  when 
Derek  turned  from  the  window  and  spoke, 
Lucilla  shrank  with  constitutional  fear 
from  the  responsibility  she  had  assumed. 

“  Go  and  ring  them  up,  and  tell  young 
Mrs.  Eveleth  I’m  waiting  to  see  her  here.” 

“  But,  Derek,  are  you  sure —  ?” 

“  I’m  quite  sure.  Please  go  and  ring 
them  up.” 

“  But,  Derek,  you’re  so  startling.  Have 
you  reflected — ?” 

“  It’s  quite  decided.  Please  do  as  I  say, 
and  call  them  up.” 

“  But  if  anything  were  to  go  wrong  in 
the  future  you’d  think  it  was  my — ” 

“  I  shall  think  nothing  of  the  kind. 
Don’t  say  any  more  about  it,  hut  please 
go  and  tell  Diane  I’m  waiting.” 

The  use  of  this  name  being  more  con¬ 
vincing  to  Lucilla  than  pledges  of  as¬ 
surance,  she  sped  away  to  do  his  bidding; 
but  it  was  not  till  after  she  had  gone  that 
Derek  recognized  the  fact  that  the  word 
had  passed  his  lips. 

CHAPTER  YII 

URING  the  half  hour  before  the  ar¬ 
rival  of  Mrs.  Eveleth  and  Diane, 
Miss  Lucilla’s  tact  allowed  Derek  to  have 
the  library  to  himself.  He  was  thus  en¬ 
abled  to  co-ordinate  his  thoughts,  and 


enact  the  laws  which  must  henceforth 
regulate  his  domestic  life.  It  was  easy 
to  silence  the  voice  that  for  an  instant 
accused  him  of  taking  this  step  in  order 
to  provide  Diane  Eveleth  with  a  home; 
for  Dorothea’s  need  of  a  strong  hand 
over  her  was  imperative.  He  had  reached 
the  point  where  that  circumstance  could 
no  longer  be  ignored.  The  avowal  that 
the  child  had  passed  beyond  his  control 
would  have  had  more  bitterness  in  it, 
were  it  not  for  the  fact  that  her  naive 
self-sufficiency  touched  his  sense  of  hu¬ 
mor,  while  her  dainty  beauty  wakened  his 
paternal  pride. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  patent  that  Doro¬ 
thea  had  been  too  much  her  own  mis¬ 
tress.  Without  admitting  that  he  had 
been  wrong  in  his  methods  hitherto,  he 
confessed  that  the  time  had  come  when 
the  duenna  system  must  be  introduced, 
as  a  matter  not  only  of  propriety,  but  of 
prudence.  He  assured  himself  of  his  re¬ 
gret  that  no  American  lady  who  could 
take  the  position  chanced  to  be  on  the 
spot,  but  allayed  his  sorrow  on  the  ground 
that  any  fairly  well-mannered,  virtuous 
woman  could  fulfil  the  functions  of  so 
mechanical  a  task,  just  as  any  decent, 
able-bodied  man  is  good  enough  to  be 
a  policeman. 

It  was  somewhat  annoying  that  the  lady 
in  question  should  be  young  and  pretty; 
for  it  was  a  sad  proof  of  the  crudity  of 
human  nature  that  the  mere  residence  of 
a  free  man  and  a  free  woman  under  the 
same  roof  could  not  pass  without  com¬ 
ment  among  their  friends.  For  himself 
it  was  a  matter  of  no  importance;  and 
as  for  her,  a  woman  who  has  her  living 
to  earn  must  often  be  placed  in  situations 
where  she  is  exposed  to  remark. 

To  anticipate  all  possibility  of  mistake 
it  would  be  necessary  that  his  attitude 
towards  Mrs.  Eveleth  should  be  strictly 
that  of  the  employer  towards  the  em¬ 
ployed.  He  must  ignore  the  circumstance 
of  their  earlier  acquaintance,  with  its 
touch  of  something  memorable  which 
neither  of  them  had  ever  been  able  to 
explain,  and  confine  himself  as  far  as 
possible,  both  in  her  interests  and  his 
own,  to  such  relations  as  he  held  with 
his  typewriters  and  his  clerks.  What 
friendliness  she  required  she  must  re¬ 
ceive  from  other  hands;  and,  doubtless, 
she  would  find  sufficient. 
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Having  entrenched  himself  behind  his 
fortifications  of  reserve,  he  was  able  to 
maintain  just  the  right  shade  of  dignity, 
when,  in  the  half-light  of  the  midwinter 
afternoon,  Diane  glided  into  the  big,  book- 
lined  apartment,  in  which  the  comfortable 
air  induced  through  long  occupancy  by 
people  of  means  did  not  banish  a  certain 
sombreness.  She  entered  with  the  subdued 
manner  of  one  who  has  been  sent  for 
peremptorily,  but  who  acknowledges  the 
right  of  summons.  The  perception  of  this 
called  an  impulse  to  apologize  to  Derek’s 
lips;  but  on  reflection  he  repressed  it. 
It  was  best  to  assume  that  she  would  do 
his  bidding  from  the  first.  Standing  by 
the  fireplace,  with  his  arm  on  the  mantel¬ 
piece,  he  bowed  stiffly,  without  offering 
his  hand.  Diane  bowed  in  return,  keep¬ 
ing  her  own  hands  securely  in  her  small 
black  muff. 

“  Won’t  you  sit  down?” 

Without  changing  his  position  he  in¬ 
dicated  the  large  leathern  chair  on  the 
other  side  of  the  hearth.  Diane  sat  down 
on  the  very  edge — erect,  silent,  submissive. 
If  he  had  feared  the  intrusion  of  the 
personal  element  into  what  must  be  strict¬ 
ly  a  business  affair,  it  was  plain  that 
this  pale,  pinched  little  woman  had  fore¬ 
stalled  him. 

Yes;  she  was  pale  and  pinched.  Lu- 
cilla  had  been  right  about  that.  There 
was  something  in  Diane’s  appearance 
that  suggested  privation.  Derek  had  seen 
such  a  thing  before  among  the  disinher¬ 
ited  of  mankind,  but  never  in  his  own 
rank  in  life.  With  her  air  of  proud 
gentleness,  of  gallant  acceptance  of  what 
fate  had  apportioned  her,  she  made  him 
think  of  some  plucky  little  citadel  hold¬ 
ing  out  against  hunger.  If  there  was  no 
way  of  showing  the  pity,  the  mingled  pity 
and  approbation,  in  his  breast,  it  was  at 
least  some  consolation  to  know  that  in 
his  house  she  would  be  beyond  the  most 
terrible  and  elemental  touch  of  want. 

“  I’ve  troubled  you  to  come  and  see 
me,”  he  began,  with  an  effort  to  keep  the 
note  of  embarrassment  out  of  his  voice, 
“  to  ask  if  you  would  be  willing  to  accept 
a  position  in  my  family.” 

Diane  sat  still  and  did  not  raise  her 
eyes,  but  it  seemed  to  him  that  he 
could  detect,  beneath  her  veil,  a  light  of 
relief  in  her  face,  like  a  sudden  gleam 
of  sunshine. 


“  I’m  looking  for  a  position,”  was  all 
she  said,  “  and  if  I  could  be  of  service — ” 

“  I’m  very  much  in  need  of  some  one,” 
he  explained ;  “  though  the  duties  of  the 
place  would  be  peculiar,  and,  perhaps,  not 
particularly  grateful.” 

“  It  would  be  for  me  to  do  them,  with¬ 
out  questioning  as  to  whether  I  liked 
them  or  not.” 

“  I’m  glad  you  say  that,  as  it  will  make 
it  easier  for  us  to  come  to  an  under¬ 
standing.  You’ve  already  guessed,  per¬ 
haps,  that  I  am  looking  for  a  lady  to  be 
with  my  daughter.” 

“  I  thought  it  might  be  something  of 
that  kind.” 

The  difficult  part  of  the  interview  was 
now  to  begin,  and  Pruyn  hesitated  a 
minute,  considering  how  best  to  present 
his  case.  Reflection  decided  him  in  favor 
of  frankness,  for  it  was  only  by  frankness 
on  his  side  that  Diane  would  be  able  to 
carry  out  his  wishes  on  hers.  The  re¬ 
sponsibility  imposed  upon  him  by  his 
wife’s  death,  he  said,  was  one  he  had 
never  wished  to  shirk  by  leaving  his  child 
to  the  care  of  others.  Moreover,  he  had 
had  his  own  ideas  as  to  the  manner  in 
which  she  should  be  brought  up,  and  he 
had  put  them  into  practice.  The  results 
had  been  good  in  most  respects,  and  if 
in  others  there  was  something  still  to  be 
desired,  it  was  not  too  late  to  make  the 
necessary  changes,  whether  in  the  way 
of  supplement  or  correction.  Indeed,  in 
his  opinion,  the  psychological  moment  for 
introducing  a  new  line  of  conduct  had 
only  just  arrived. 

“  It  is  often  better  not  to  force  things,” 
Diane  murmured,  vaguely,  “  especially 
with  the  very  young.” 

To  this  he  agreed,  though  he  laid 
down  the  principle  that  not  to  take 
strong  measures  when  there  was  need 
for  them  would  be  the  part  of  weakness. 
Diane  having  no  objection  to  offer  to 
this  bit  of  wisdom,  it  was  possible  for 
him  to  go  on  to  explain  the  emergency 
she  would  be  called  in  to  meet.  Briefly, 
it  arose  from  his  own  error  in  allowing 
Dorothea  too  much  liberty  of  judgment. 
While  he  was  in  favor  of  a  reasonable 
freedom  for  all  young  people,  it  was  evi¬ 
dent  that  in  this  case  the  pendulum  had 
been  suffered  to  swing  so  far  in  one  direc¬ 
tion  that  it  would  require  no  small  amount 
of  effort  on  his  part  and  Diane’s — chiefly 
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on  Diane’s — to  bring  it  back.  In  the  in¬ 
terest  of  Dorothea’s  happiness  it  was  es¬ 
sential  that  the  proper  balance  should  be 
established  with  all  possible  speed,  even 
though  they  raised  some  rebellion  on  her 
part  in  doing  it. 

He  explained  Dorothea’s  methods  in 
creating  her  body-guard  of  young  men. 
as  far  as  he  understood  them ;  he  described 
the  young  people  whose  society  she  fre¬ 
quented,  and  admitted  that  he  was  puz¬ 
zled  as  to  the  precise  quality  in  them 
that  shocked  his  views;  coming  to  the  af¬ 
fair  with  Carli  Wappinger,  he  spoke  of 
it  as  “  a  bit  of  preposterous  nonsense,  to 
which  an  immediate  stop  must  be  put.” 
There  were  minor  points  in  his  exposi¬ 
tion  ;  and  at  each  one,  as  he  made  it, 
Diane  nodded  her  head  gravely,  to  show 
that  she  followed  him  with  understanding, 
and  was  in  sympathy  with  his  opinion 
that  it  was  “  high  time  that  some  step 
should  be  taken.” 

Encouraged  by  this  intelligent  compre¬ 
hension,  Derek  went  on  to  define  the  good 
offices  he  would  expect  from  Diane.  She 
should  come  to  his  house  not  only  as 
Dorothea’s  inseparable  companion,  but  as 
a  sort  of  warder-in-chief,  armed,  by  his 
authority,  with  all  the  powers  of  com¬ 
mand.  It  was  no  use  doing  things  by 
halves;  and  if  Dorothea  needed  discipline 
she  had  better  get  it  thoroughly,  and  be 
done  with  it.  It  was  not  a  thing  which 
he,  Derek,  would  want  to  see  last  forever ; 
but  while  it  did  last  it  ought  to  be  ef¬ 
fective,  and  he  would  look  to  Diane  to 
make  it  so.  As  it  was  not  becoming  that 
a  daughter  of  his  should  need  a  body¬ 
guard  of  youths,  Diane  would  undertake 
the  task  of  breaking  up  Dorothea’s  circle. 
Young  men  might  still  be  permitted  “  to 
call,”  but  under  Diane’s  supervision,  while 
Dorothea  sat  in  the  background,  as  a 
maiden  should.  Diane  would  make  it  a 
point  to  know  the  lads  personally,  so  as 
to  discriminate  between  them,  and  ex¬ 
clude  those  who  for  one  reason  or  another 
might  not  be  desirable  friends.  As  for 
Mr.  Carli  Wappinger,  the  door  was  to  be 
rigorously  shut  against  him.  Here  the 
question  was  not  one  of  gradual  elimina¬ 
tion,  but  of  abrupt  termination  to  the 
acquaintanceship.  He  must  request  Diane 
to  see  to  it  that,  as  far  as  possible,  Doro¬ 
thea  neither  met  the  young  man,  nor  held 
communication  with  him,  on  any  pretext 


whatever.  He  laid  down  no  rule  in  the 
case  of  Mrs.  Wappinger,  but  it  would  fol¬ 
low  as  a  natural  consequence  that  the 
mother  should  be  dropped  with  the  son. 
These  might  seem  drastic  measures  to 
Dorothea,  to  begin  with;  but  she  was  an 
eminently  reasonable  child,  and  would 
soon  come  to  recognize  their  wisdom. 
After  all,  they  were  only  the  conditions 
to  which,  as  he  had  been  given  to  under¬ 
stand,  other  young  girls  were  subjected, 
so  that  she  would  have  nothing  to  com¬ 
plain  of  in  her  lot.  The  probability  of 
his  own  departure  for  South  America, 
with  an  absence  lasting  till  the  spring, 
would  make  it  necessary  for  Diane  to 
use  to  the  full  the  powers  with  which  he 
commissioned  her.  He  trusted  that  he 
made  himself  clear. 

For  some  minutes  after  he  ceased 
speaking  Diane  sat  looking  meditatively 
at  the  fire.  When  she  spoke  her  voice 
was  low,  but  the  ring  of  decision  in  it 
was  not  to  be  mistaken. 

“  I’m  afraid  I  couldn’t  accept  the  posi¬ 
tion,  Mr.  Pruyn.” 

Derek’s  start  of  astonishment  was  that 
of  a  man  who  sees  intentions  he  meant 
to  be  benevolent  thrown  back  in  his  face. 

“  You  couldn’t — ?  But  surely — ?” 

“  I  mean,  I  couldn’t  do  that  kind  of 
work.” 

“  But  I  thought  you  were  looking  for 
it — or  something  of  the  sort.” 

“  Yes ;  something  of  the  sort,  but  not 
precisely  that.” 

“  And  it’s  precisely  that  that  I  wish 
to  have  done,”  he  said,  in  a  tone  that 
betrayed  some  irritation ;  “so  I  suppose 
there  is  no  more  to  be  said.” 

“No;  I  suppose  not.  In  any  case,”  she 
added,  rising,  “  I  must  thank  you  for 
being  so  good  as  to  think  of  me;  and  if 
I  feel  obliged  to  decline  your  proposition, 
I  must  ask  you  to  believe  that  my  mo¬ 
tives  are  not  petty  ones.  Now  I  will  say 
good  afternoon.” 

Keeping  her  hands  rigidly  within  her 
muff,  and  with  a  slight,  dignified  inclina¬ 
tion  of  the  head,  she  turned  from  him. 

She  was  half  way  to  the  door  be¬ 
fore  Derek  recovered  himself  sufficiently 
to  speak. 

“  May  I  ask,”  he  inquired,  “  what  your 
objections  are?” 

She  turned  where  she  stood,  but  did  not 
come  back  towards  him. 
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“  I  have  only  one.  The  position  you 
suggest  would  be  intolerable  to  your 
daughter  and  odious  to  me.” 

“  But,”  he  asked,  with  a  perplexed  con¬ 
traction  of  the  brows,  “  isn’t  it  what  com¬ 
panions  to  young  ladies  are  generally 
engaged  for?” 

“  I  was  never  engaged  as  a  companion 
before,  so  I’m  not  qualified  to  say.  I 
only  know — ” 

She  stopped,  as  if  weighing  her  words. 

“Yes?”  he  insisted;  “you  only  know 
— what  ?” 

“  That  no  girl  with  spirit — and  Miss 
Pruyn  is  a  girl  with  spirit — would  sub¬ 
mit  to  that  kind  of  tyranny.” 

“  It  wouldn’t  be  tyranny  in  this  case ; 
it  would  be  authority.” 

“  She  would  consider  it  tyranny — es¬ 
pecially  after  the  freedom  you’ve  al¬ 
lowed  her.” 

“  But  you  admit  that  it’s  freedom  that 
ought  to  be  curbed?” 

“  Quite  so ;  but  aren’t  there  methods 
of  restriction  other  than  those  of  com¬ 
pulsion  ?” 

“  Such  as — what  ?” 

“  Such  as  special  circumstances  may 
suggest.” 

“  And  in  these  particular  circum¬ 
stances —  ?” 

“  I’m  not  prepared  to  say.  I’m  not 
sufficiently  familiar  with  them.” 

“Precisely;  but  I  am.” 

“  You’re  familiar  with  them  from  a 
man’s  point  of  view,”  she  smiled ;  “  but 
it’s  one  of  those  instances  in  which  a 
man’s  point  of  view  counts  for  very 
little.” 

“  Admitting  that,  what  would  be  your 
advice  ?” 

“  I  have  none  to.  give.” 

“  None  ?” 

She  shook  her  head.  Leaving  his  forti¬ 
fied  position  by  the  mantelpiece,  he  took 
a  step  or  two  towards  her. 

“  And  yet  when  I  began  to  speak  you 
seemed  favorably  inclined  to  the  offer  I 
was  making  you.  You  must  have  had 
ideas  on  the  subject  then.” 

“  Only  vague  ones.  I  made  the  mis¬ 
take  of  supposing  that  yours  would  be 
equally  so.” 

“  And  with  your  vague  ideas,  your  in¬ 
tention  was — ?” 

“To  adapt  myself  to  circumstances;  I 
couldn’t  tell  beforehand  what  they  would 


be.  I  imagined  that  what  you  wanted 
for  your  daughter  was  the  society  of  an 
experienced  woman  of  the  world;  and  I 
am  that,  whatever  else  I  may  not  be.” 

“  You’re  very  young  to  make  the 
claim.” 

“  There  are  other  ways  of  gaining  ex¬ 
perience  than  by  years;  and,”  she  added, 
with  the  intention  to  divert  the  conversa¬ 
tion  from  herself,  “  the  small  store  I  hap¬ 
pen  to  possess  I  was  willing  to  share  with 
your  daughter,  in  whatever  way  she 
might  have  need  of  it.” 

“  But  not  in  my  way.” 

“  Not  in  your  way,  perhaps,  but  for  the 
furthering  of  your  purposes.” 

“  How  could  you  further  my  purposes, 
when  you  wouldn’t  do  what  I  wanted  ?” 

“  By  getting  her  to  do  it  of  her  own 
accord.” 

“  Could  you  promise  me  she  would  ?” 

“  I  couldn’t  promise  you  anything  at 
all.  I  could  only  do  my  best,  and  see  how 
she  would  respond  to  it.” 

“  She’s  a  very  good  little  girl,”  he 
hastened  to  declare. 

“  I’m  sure  of  that.  Though  I  don’t 
know  her  well,  I’ve  seen  her  often  enough 
to  understand  that  whatever  mistakes  she 
may  make,  they  are  those  of  youth  and 
independence.  She  is  only  a  mother¬ 
less  girl  who  has  been  allowed  —  who, 
in  a  certain  way,  has  been  obliged — to 
look  after  herself.  I’ve  noticed  that  un¬ 
derneath  her  self-reliant  manner  she’s 
very  much  a  child.” 

“  That’s  true.” 

“  But  I  should  never  treat  her  as  a 
child,  except — except  in  one  way.” 

“  Which  would  be —  ?” 

“  To  give  her  plenty  of  affection.” 

“  She’s  always  had  that.” 

“  Yes,  yours ;  she  hasn’t  had  her  moth¬ 
er’s.  Don’t  think  me  cruel  in  saying  it, 
but  no  girl  can  grow  up  nourished  only 
by  her  father’s  love,  and  not  miss  some¬ 
thing  that  the  good  God  intended  her  to 
have.  The  reason  women  are  so  essential 
to  babies  and  men  is  chiefly  because  of 
their  faculty  for  understanding  the  in¬ 
articulate.  With  all  your  daughter  has 
had,  there  is  one  great  thing  that  she 
hasn’t  had ;  and  if  you  had  placed  me  near 
her,  my  idea,  which  I  call  vague,  would 
have  been — as  far  as  any  one  could  do 
it  now — to  supply  her  with  some  of  that.” 

Derek  retreated  again  to  the  fireside, 
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alarmed  by  a  language  suspiciously  like 
that  he  had  heard  on  other  occasions,  con¬ 
cerning  the  motherless  condition  of  his 
child.  Was  it  going  to  turn  out  that  all 
women  were  alike?  There  had  been  min¬ 
utes  during  the  last  half  hour  when,  as 
he  looked  into  Diane’s  face,  it  seemed  to 
him  that  here  at  last  was  one  as  honest 
as  air  and  as  straightforward  as  light. 
But  no  experienced  woman  of  the  world, 
as  she  declared  herself  to  be,  could  forget 
that  this  was  a  ludicrously  delicate  topic 
with  a  widower.  She  must  either  avoid 
it  altogether,  or  expose  herself  to  mis¬ 
interpretation  in  pursuing  it.  It  took 
him  a  few  minutes  to  perceive  that  Di¬ 
ane  had  chosen  the  latter  course,  and  had 
done  it  with  a  fine  disdain  of  anything 
he  might  choose  to  think.  She  was  not 
of  the  order  of  women  who  hesitate  for 
petty  considerations,  or  who  stoop  to 
small  manceuvrings. 

“  I’m  afraid  I  must  go  now,”  she 
said,  when  he  had  stood  some  time 
without  speaking. 

“  Don’t  go  yet.  Sit  down.” 

His  tone  was  still  one  of  command, 
but  not  of  the  same  quality  of  command 
as  that  which  he  had  used  on  her  entry. 
He  brought  her  a  chair,  and  she  seated 
herself  again. 

“  You  said  just  now,”  he  began,  re¬ 
suming  his  former  attitude,  with  his  arm 
on  the  mantelpiece,  “  that  you  didn’t  ex¬ 
pect  me  to  be  so  definite.  Suppose  I  had 
been  indefinite ;  then  what  would  you 
have  done?” 

“  I  should  have  been  indefinite  too.” 

“  That’s  all  very  well ;  but,  you  see,  I 
have  to  look  at  things  from  the  point  of 
view  of  business.” 

“  And  is  there  never  anything  indefinite 
in  business?” 

“  Not  if  we  can  help  it.” 

“  And  what  happens  when  you  can’t 
help  it?” 

“  Then  we  have  to  look  for  some  one 
to  whose  discretion  we  can  trust.” 

“  Exactly;  and,  if  you’ll  allow  me  to  say 
it,  Miss  Pruyn  is  at  an  age  and  in  a 
position  where  she  needs  a  friend  armed 
with  discretion  rather  than  authority.” 

“  Well,  suppose  we  were  agreed  about 
everything — the  discretion  and  all — what 
would  you  begin  by  doing?” 

“  I  shouldn’t  begin  by  doing  anything. 
I  should  try  to  win  your  daughter’s  con¬ 


fidence  ;  and  if  I  couldn’t  do  that  I  should 
go  away.” 

“  So  that  in  the  end  it  might  happen 
that  nothing  would  be  accomplished.” 

“  It  might  happen  so.  I  shouldn’t  ex¬ 
pect  it.  Good  hearts  are  generally  sen¬ 
sitive  to  good  influences;  and  beneath  her 
shell  of  manner  Miss  Pruyn  strikes  me 
as  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  dear 
little  girl.” 

Again  he  was  suspicious  of  a  bid  for 
favor;  but  again  Diane’s  air  of  almost 
haughty  honesty  negatived  the  thought. 

“  Pm  glad  you  see  that,”  was  the  only 
comment  he  made.  “  But,”  he  added, 
once  more  taking  a  step  or  two  towards 
her,  “  when  you  had  won  her  confidence, 
then  you  would  do  the  things  that  I  sug¬ 
gested,  wouldn’t  you?” 

“  I  shouldn’t  have  to.  She  would  prob¬ 
ably  do  them  herself,  and  a  great  deal 
better  than  you  or  I.” 

“  I  don’t  see  how  you  can  be  sure  of 
that.  If  you  don’t  make  her — ” 

“  When  you’ve  watered  your  plant 
and  kept  it  in  the  sunshine  you  don’t 
have  to  make  it  bloom.  It  will  do  that 
of  itself.” 

“  But  all  these  young  men  ? — and  this 
young  Wappinger? — ” 

“  I  should  let  them  alone.” 

“  Oh  no!  Not  young  Wappinger!” 

“What  harm  is  he  doing?  I  admit 
that  the  present  situation  has  its  foolish 
aspects  from  your  point  of  view  and 
mine;  but  I  can  think  of  things  a  great 
deal  worse.  At  least  you  know  there  is 
nothing  clandestine  going  on;  and  young 
people  who  have  the  virtue  of  being  open 
have  the  very  first  quality  of  all.  If  you 
let  them  alone — or  leave  them  to  sym¬ 
pathetic  management— you  will  probably 
find  that  they  will  outgrow  the  whole 
thing,  as  children  outgrow  an  inordinate 
love  of  sweets.” 

There  was  a  brief  pause,  during  which 
he  stood  looking  down  at  her,  a  smile 
something  like  that  of  amusement  hover¬ 
ing  about  his  lips. 

“  So  that,  in  your  judgment,”  he  began 
again,  “  the  whole  thing  resolves  itself 
into  a  matter  of  discretion.  But  now — 
if  you’ll  pardon  me  for  asking  anything 
so  blunt — how  am  I  to  know  that  you 
would  be  discreet?” 

For  an  instant  she  lifted  her  eyes  to 
his,  as  if  begging  to  be  spared  the  reply. 
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u  If  it’s  not  a  fair  question — ”  he  began. 

“  It  is  a  fair  question,”  she  admitted ; 
“  only  it’s  one  I  find  difficult  to  answer. 
If  it  wasn’t  important — urgently  impor¬ 
tant — that  I  should  obtain  work,  I  should 
prefer  not  to  answer  it  at  all.  I  must 
tell  you  that  I  haven’t  always  been  dis¬ 
creet.  I’ve  had  to  learn  discretion — by 
bitter  lessons.” 

“  I’m  not  asking  about  the  past,”  he 
broke  in,  hastily,  “  but  about  the  future.” 

“  About  the  future  one  cannot  say ;  one 
can  only  try.” 

“  Then  suppose  we  try  it  ?” 

His  own  words  took  him  by  surprise,  for 
he  had  meant  to  be  more  cautious;  but 
now  that  they  were  uttered  he  was  ready 
to  stand  by  them.  Once  more,  as  it  seem¬ 
ed  to  him,  he  could  detect  the  light  of 
relief  steal  into  her  expression,  but  she 
made  no  response. 

“  Suppose  we  try  it  ?”  he  said  again. 

“  It’s  for  you  to  decide,”  she  answered, 
quietly.  “  My  position  places  me  entirely 
at  the  disposal  of  any  one  who  is  willing 
to  employ  me.” 

u  So  that  this  is  better  than  nothing,” 
he  said,  in  some  disappointment  at  her 
lack  of  enthusiasm. 

“  I  shouldn’t  put  it  in  that  way,”  she 
smiled ;  “  but  then  I  shouldn’t  put  it  in 
any  way,  until  I  saw  whether  or  not  I 
gave  you  satisfaction.  You  must  remem¬ 
ber  you’re  engaging  an  untried  person; 
and,  as  I’ve  told  you,  I  have  nothing  in 
the  way  of  recommendations.” 

“  We  will  assume  that  you  don’t  need 
them.” 

“  It’s  a  good  deal  to  assume ;  but  since 
you’re  good  enough  to  do  it,  I  can’t  help 
being  grateful.  Is  there  any  particular 
time  when  you  would  like  me  to  begin?” 

“  Perhaps,”  he  suggested,  drawing  up 
a  small  chair  and  seating  himself  nearer 
her,  a  it  would  be  best  to  settle  the  busi¬ 
ness  part  of  our  arrangement  first.  You 
must  tell  me  frankly  if  there  is  any¬ 
thing  in  what  I  propose  that  you  don’t 
find  satisfactory.” 

u  I'm  sure  there  won’t  be,”  Diane  mur¬ 
mured,  faintly,  with  a  feeling  akin  to 
shame  that  any  one  should  be  offering  to 
pay  for  such  feeble  services  as  hers.  She 
was  thankful  that  the  winter  dusk,  creep¬ 
ing  into  the  room,  hid  the  surging  of  the 
hot  color  in  her  face,  as  Derek  talked  of 
sums  of  money  and  dates  of  payment. 


She  did  her  best  to  pretend  to  give  him 
her  attention,  but  she  gathered  nothing 
from  what  he  said.  If  she  had  any 
coherent  thought  at  all,  it  was  of  the 
greatness,  the  force,  the  authority,  of  one 
who  could  control  her  future,  and  dictate 
her  acts,  and  prescribe  her  duties,  with 
something  like  the  power  of  a  god.*  In 
times  past  she  would  have  tried  to  weave 
her  spell  around  this  strong  man,  in  sheer 
wantonness  of  conquest,  as  Vivian  threw 
her  enchantments  over  Merlin ;  now  she 
was  conscious  only  of  a  strange  willing¬ 
ness  to  submit  to  him,  to  take  his  yoke, 
and  bow  down  under  it,  serving  him 
as  master. 

She  was  glad  when  he  ended,  leaving 
her  free  to  rise  and  say  his  arrangements 
suited  her  exactly.  She  had  promised  to 
join  Miss  Lucilla  Van  Tromp  and  Mrs. 
Eveleth  at  tea,  and  perhaps  he  would 
come  with  her. 

“  No,  I’ll  run  away  now,”  he  said,  ac¬ 
companying  her  to  the  door,  “  if  you’ll  be 
good  enough  to  make  my  excuses  to 
Lucilla.  Rut  one  word  more !  You 
asked  me  when  you  had  better  begin.  I 
should  say  as  soon  as  you  can.  As  I  may 
leave  for  Rio  de  Janeiro  at  any  time, 
it  would  be  well  for  you  to  be  in  working 
order  before  I  go.” 

So  it  was  settled,  and  as  she  departed 
he  opened  the  door  for  her  and  held  out 
his  hand.  But  once  more  the  little  black 
muff  came  into  play,  and  Diane  walked 
out  as  she  had  come  in,  with  no  other 
salutation  than  a  dignified  inclination  of 
the  head. 

Derek  closed  the  door  behind  her  and 
stood  with  his  hand  on  the  knob.  He 
took  the  little  rebuke  like  a  man. 

u  I’m  a  cad,”  he  said  to  himself.  “  I’m 
a  cad.” 

Returning  to  his  former  place  on  the 
hearth,  he  remained  long,  gazing  into  the 
dying  embers,  and  rehearsing  the  points 
of  the  interview  in  his  mind.  The  gloam¬ 
ing  closed  around  him,  and  he  took 
pleasure  in  the  fancy  that  she  was  still 
sitting  there — silent,  patient,  erect,  with 
that  pinched  look  of  privation  so  gal¬ 
lantly  borne. 

“  By  Jove!  she’s  a  brave  one!”  he 
murmured,  under  his  breath.  “  She’s  a 
hrick.  She’s  a  soldier.  She’s  a  lady. 
She’s  the  one  woman  in  the  world  to  whom 
I  could  entrust  my  child.” 


270 


HAMPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


Then,  as  his  head  sank  in  meditation, 
he  shook  himself  as  though  to  wake  up 
from  sleep  into  actual  day. 

“  Eve  been  dreaming,”  he  said, — “  I’ve 
been  dreaming.  I  must  get  away.  I 
must  go  back  to  the  office.  I  must  get 
to  work.” 

But  instead  of  going  he  threw  himself 
into  one  of  the  deep  armchairs.  Drop¬ 
ping  off  into  a  reverie,  he  conjured  up 
the  scene  which  had  long  been  the  fair¬ 
est  in  his  memory. 


It  was  the  summer.  It  was  the  coun¬ 
try.  It  was  a  garden.  In  the  long  bed 
the  carnations  of  many  colors  were  bend¬ 
ing  their  beauty-drunken  heads,  while 
over  them  a  girl  was  stooping.  She 
picked  one  here,  one  there,  in  search  of 
that  which  would  suit  him  best.  When 
she  had  found  it — deep  red,  with  shades 
in  the  inner  petals  nearly  black — she 
turned  to  offer  it.  But  when  she  looked 
at  him,  he  saw  it  was — Diane. 

[to  be  continued.] 


The  Hermit 

BY  FLORENCE  EARLE  COATES 

LISTEN!  O  listen!  ’Tis  the  thrush — God  bless  him! 

-*  How  marvellously  sweet  the  song  he  sings! 

All  Nature  seems  to  listen  and  caress  him. 

And  Silence  even  closer  folds  her  wings 
Lest  she  should  miss  one  faintly  throbbing  note 
Of  high-wrought  rapture,  from  that  flutelike  throat. 

The  warbling  world,  itself,  is  hushed  about  him; 

No  bird  essays  the  amoebean  strain : 

Each  knows  the  soul  of  Music — full  without  him — 

Could  bear  no  more,  and  rivalry  were  vain. 

So,  Daphnis  singing  in  the  tamarisk  shade, 

All  things  grew  silent,  of  a  sound  afraid. 

The  aspens  by  the  lake  have  ceased  to  shiver, 

As  if  the  very  zephyrs  held  their  breath : 

Hearken  how,  wave  on  wave,  with  notes  that  quiver, 

It  rises  now — that  song  of  life  and  death! — 

“  0  holy!  holy!”  Was  it  Heaven  that  called 
My  spirit,  by  love’s  ecstasy  enthralled? 
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the  instruction  of  our  most  recent  grad¬ 
uates  to  tell  them  what  was  improper  to 
say.  Take,  for  illustration,  one  of  the 
most  common  of  these  phrases,  in  which 
no  or  nor  or  not  is  joined  with  neither. 
“  My  brows  become  nothing  else  than  a 
plain  kerchief,”  says  Mrs.  Ford  to  Fal- 
staff,  “  nor  that  well  neither.”  Scores  of 
such  instances  occur  in  Shakespeare ; 
nor  in  Shakespeare  alone,  but  in  many 
of  the  best  and  most  idiomatic  writers 
from  that  day  to  this.  The  fact  is 
not  brought  out  here  either  to  justify 
or  condemn  their  action.  It  is  simply 
to  show  the  exceeding  vitality  of  the 
original  idiom,  the  tenacity  of  the  hold 
it  continues  to  have  on  the  speech 
of  all. 

These  are  a  few  scattered  illustrations 
of  the  various  sorts  of  usages  which  were 
once  in  the  best  of  repute,  but  are  now 
excluded  from  good  linguistic  society. 
But  that  does  not  prevent  them  from  be¬ 
ing  employed  by  the  uneducated  multi¬ 
tude.  In  this  respect  their  speech  may 
be  called  archaic.  But  one  must  not  get 
the  impression  that  the  language  of  low 
life  has  generally,  still  less  invariably, 
this  honorable  past.  When  the  usage  in 
question  is  heard  widely  in  regions  far 
apart  the  chances  are  in  favor  of  its 
high  descent.  But  even  to  this  principle 
there  are  notable  exceptions.  Take,  for 
instance,  the  past  participles  done  and 
seen  used  as  preterites.  They  are  heard 
apparently  in  all  countries  where  our 
language  is  spoken.  Indeed,  if  we  can 
trust  the  observation  of  that  widest  read 
of  linguistic  critics,  Eitzedward  Hall, 
they  have  a  far  more  honorable  position 
in  England  than  in  America.  Hall  was 
a  merciless,  almost  a  savage,  critic  of  the 
verbal  peculiarities  of  his  countrymen. 
In  one  of  his  communications  he  re¬ 
marked  that  one  must  go  in  England  far 
down  in  the  social  scale  to  hear  such 
phrases  as  “he  is  not  hurt  any,”  “I  slept 
none  at  night,”  “  it  blows  some.”  But 
he  made  an  exception  in  the  case  of  the 
first  of  the  forms  under  consideration. 
“  While  one,”  he  wrote,  “  is  surprised  to 
hear,  for  example,  c  I  done  it,’  from  any 
American  but  the  most  illiterate,  one  may 
often  hear  it  in  England  from  persons 
not  very  far  below  the  rank  of  gentle¬ 
men.”  This  testimony  may  be  impeached. 


No  man,  however  great  his  learning, 
or  ample  his  opportunities  for  observa¬ 
tion,  can  be  deemed  an  unassailable  au¬ 
thority  on  the  usage  of  a  whole  people. 
But  there  is  this  to  be  said  of  the  critic, 
that  long  study  of  the  language  and  long 
residence  in  England  give  to  his  con¬ 
clusions  peculiar  authority. 

But  done ,  like  seen,  is  a  purely  popular 
perversion.  It  does  not  even  appear  to 
have  behind  it  any  ancient  dialectic 
usage.  It  can  boast  of  no  descent  from 
either  a  humble  or  high  literary  or  lin¬ 
guistic  ancestry.  No  writer  of  repute 
seems  ever  to  have  used  it  seriously. 
Such  facts  take  it  at  once  out  of  the 
class  of  expressions,  here  considered, 
which,  though  condemned  by  everybody, 
are  heard  everywhere.  There  is  still  an¬ 
other  peculiarity  about  these  two  forms. 
In  the  history  of  our  speech  there  are 
many  cases  in  which  the  preterite  has  in¬ 
truded  itself  into  the  past  participle  and 
some  cases  in  which  it  has  maintained 
itself  there.  But  done  and  seen  are  the 
only  instances  in  which  a  full  participial 
form  has  intruded  itself  into  the  pret¬ 
erite.  One  must  not  be  misled  by  the 
likeness  of  the  past  tense  and  past  par¬ 
ticiple  in  the  case  of  certain  strong  verbs. 
The  exclusive  use  of  flung  and  stung  for 
flang  and  slang,  the  occasional  use  of  be¬ 
gun  and  writ  for  began  and  wrote,  and 
the  concurrent  use  of  sung  and  sang,  of 
sprung  and  sprang,  owe  their  existence 
to  an  entirely  different  cause.  Further¬ 
more,  the  employment  of  done  and  seen 
as  preterites,  though  criminal  as  we  look 
at  it,  is  not  in  itself  a  high  crime.  It 
is  inadvisable  to  attribute  our  avoidance 
of  it  to  any  innate  superiority  of  lin¬ 
guistic  virtue  in  ourselves,  independent 
of  good  usage.  The  truth  is  that  from 
the  abstract  grammatical  point  of  view 
we  are  all  of  us  miserable  sinners.  We 
should  be  shocked,  were  one  of  our  num¬ 
ber  to  use  in  perfect  seriousness  I  have 
did  for  I  have  done.  Yet  every  one  of 
us  is  daily  using  a  precisely  similar  form 
of  expression.  We  all  say  I  have  stood 
or  understood  instead  of  the  etymolog¬ 
ically  correct  I  have  stonden  or  under- 
stonden.  Here  not  only  have  we  lost 
the  sense  of  shame,  but  most  of  us  have 
lost  even  the  consciousness  of  having 
committed  a  linguistic  sin. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

T  had  apparently  been  decreed  that 
Derek  Pruyn  was  not  to  go  to  South 
America  that  year.  On  more  than 
one  occasion  he  had  been  delayed  on  the 
eve  of  sailing1.  Erom  February  the  voy¬ 
age  was  postponed  to  May,  and  from 
May  to  September.  In  September  it  had 
ceased  for  the  moment  to  be  urgent,  while 
remaining  a  possibility.  It  was  the  Feb¬ 
ruary  of  a  year  later  before  it  became  a 
definite  necessity  no  longer  to  be  put  off. 

In  the  meanwhile,  under  the  benef¬ 
icent  processes  of  time,  sunshine,  and 
Diane  Eveleth’s  cultivation.  Miss  Doro¬ 
thea  Pruyn  had  become  a  “  bud.”  The 
small,  hard,  green  thing  had  unfolded 
petals  whose  delicacy,  purity,  and  fra¬ 
grance  were  a  new  contribution  to  the  joy 
of  living.  Society  in  general  showed  its 
appreciation,  and  Derek  Pruyn  was  proud. 

He  was  more  than  proud ;  he  was  grate¬ 
ful.  The  development  that  had  changed 
Dorothea  from  a  forward  little  girl  into 
a  charming  maiden,  and  which  might 
have  been  the  mere  consequence  of 
growth,  was  to  him  the  evident  fruit  of 
Diane’s  influence.  The  subtle  differences 
whereby  his  own  dwelling  was  trans¬ 
formed  from  a  handsome,  more  or  less 
empty,  shell  into  an  abode  of  the  domestic 
amenities  sprang,  in  his  opinion,  from  a 
presence  shedding  grace.  All  the  more 
strange  was  it,  therefore,  that  both  pres¬ 
ence  and  influence  remained  as  remote 
from  his  own  personal  grasp  as  music  on 
the  waves  of  sound  or  odors  in  the  air. 
Of  the  many  impressions  produced  by  a 
year  of  Diane’s  residence  beneath  his 
roof,  none  perplexed  him  more  than  her 
detachment.  Moreover,  it  was  a  detach¬ 
ment  as  difficult  to  comprehend  in  quality 
as  to  define  in  words.  There  was  in  her 
attitude  nothing  of  the  retreating  nymph 
or  of  the  self-effacing  sufferer.  She  took 
her  place  equally  without  obtrusiveness 
and  without  affectation.  Such  effects  as 
she  brought  about  came  without  noise, 


without  effort,  and  without  laboriousness 
of  good  intention.  Simple  and  straight¬ 
forward  in  all  her  ways,  she  neverthe¬ 
less  contrived  to  throw  into  her  relations 
with  himself  an  element  as  impersonal 
as  sunshine. 

In  the  first  days  of  her  coming  it  was 
he  who,  in  pursuance  of  his  method  of 
reserve,  had  held  aloof.  He  had  been 
frequently  absent  from  New  York,  and, 
even  when  there,  had  lived  much  at  one 
or  another  of  his  clubs.  Weeks  had  al¬ 
ready  passed  when  the  perception  stole 
on  him  that  his  goings  and  comings 
meant  little  more  to  her  than  to  the  trees 
waving  in  the  great  Park  before  his  door. 
The  discovery  that  he  had  been  taking 
such  pains  to  abstract  himself  from  eyes 
which  scarcely  noticed  whether  he  was 
there  or  not  brought  with  it  a  little  bitter 
raillery  at  his  own  expense.  He  was 
piqued  at  once  in  his  self-love  and  in  his 
masculine  instinct  for  domination.  It 
seemed  to  be  out  of  the  natural  order 
of  things  that  his  thoughts  should  dwell 
so  much  on  a  woman  to  whom  he  was 
only  a  detail  in  the  scheme  of  her  sur¬ 
roundings — superior  to  the  butler,  and 
more  animate  than  the  pictures  on  the 
wall,  but  as  little  in  her  consciousness  as 
either.  It  was  certainly  an  easy  oppor¬ 
tunity  in  which  to  display  that  self- 
restraint  which  he  had  undertaken  to 
make  his  portion;  but  when  the  heroic 
nature  finds  no  obstacles  to  overcome,  it 
has  a  tendency  to  create  them. 

Without  obtruding  himself  upon  Di¬ 
ane,  Derek  began  to  dine  more  fre¬ 
quently  at  his  own  house.  On  those 
occasions  when  Dorothea  went  out  alone 
it  was  impossible  for  the  two  who  re¬ 
mained  at  home  to  avoid  a  kind  of 
conversation,  which,  with  the  topics  in¬ 
cidental  to  the  management  of  a  com¬ 
mon  household,  often  verged  upon  the 
intimate.  When  Diane  accompanied  his 
daughter  to  the  opera,  he  adopted  the 
habit  of  dropping  into  the  box,  and  per- 
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liaps  taking  them,  with  some  of  Doro¬ 
thea’s  friends,  to  a  restaurant  for  supper. 
He  planned  the  little  parties  and  excur¬ 
sions  for  which  Dorothea’s  “  budding  ” 
offered  an  excuse;  and  while  he  recog¬ 
nized  the  subterfuge,  he  made  his  prob¬ 
able  journey,  with  the  long  absence  it 
would  involve,  serve  as  a  palliation. 
Since,  too,  there  was  no  danger  to  Diane, 
there  could  be  the  less  reason  for  stinting 
himself  in  the  pleasure  of  her  presence, 
so  long  as  he  was  prepared  to  pay  for  it 
afterwards  in  full. 

Thus  the  first  winter  had  gone  by,  until 
with  the  shifting  of  the  environment  in 
summer  a  certain  change  entered  into 
the  situation.  The  greater  freedom  of 
country  life  on  the  Hudson  made  it 
requisite  that  Diane  should  be  more  con¬ 
sciously  circumspect.  In  her  detachment 
Derek  noticed  first  of  all  a  new  element 
of  intention;  but  since  it  was  the  first 
sign  she  had  given  of  distinguishing  be¬ 
tween  him  and  the  dumb  creation,  it  did 
not  displease  him.  While  he  could  not 
affirm  that  she  avoided  him,  he  saw  less 
of  her  than  when  in  town.  During  those 
difficult  moments  when  they  had  no 
guests  and  Dorothea  was  making  visits 
among  her  friends,  Diane  found  pretexts 
for  slipping  away  to  New  York,  on  what 
she  declared  to  be  business  of  her  own — 
availing  herself  of  the  seclusion  of  the 
little  French  hostelry  that  had  first  given 
her  shelter. 

It  was  at  times  such  as  these  that 
Derek  began  to  perceive  what  she  had 
become  to  him.  As  long  as  she  was  near 
him  he  could  keep  his  desire  within  the 
limitations  he  had  set  for  it;  but  in  her 
absence  he  was  restless  and  despondent 
till  she  returned.  The  brutality  of  life, 
which  made  him  master  of  the  beauty 
of  the  country  and  the  coolness  of  the 
hills,  while  it  drove  her  to  stifle  in  the 
town,  stirred  him  with  alternate  waves 
of  indignation  and  compassion. 

There  was  a  torrid  afternoon  in  Au¬ 
gust  when  the  sight  of  her,  trudging 
along  the  dusty  highway  to  the  station, 
almost  led  him  to  betray  himself  by  his 
curses  upon  fate.  Dorothea  having  left 
for  Newport  in  the  morning,  Diane  was, 
as  usual,  seeking  the  privacy  of  Uni¬ 
versity  Place  for  the  two  weeks  the  girl’s 
visit  was  to  last.  Understanding  her  de¬ 


sire  not  to  be  alone  with  him  for  even  a 
few  hours  when  there  was  no  third  person 
in  the  house,  Derek  had  taken  the  op¬ 
portunity  to  motor  for  lunch  to  a  friend’s 
house  some  miles  away.  With  the  in¬ 
tention  of  not  returning  till  after  she  had 
gone,  he  had  ordered  a  carriage  to  be  in 
readiness  to  drive  her  to  her  train;  but 
his  luncheon  was  scarcely  ended  when  the 
thought  occurred  to  him  that,  by  hurry¬ 
ing  back,  he  might  catch  a  last  glimpse 
of  her  before  she  started. 

He  had  already  half  smothered  her  in 
dust  when  he  perceived  that  the  little 
woman  in  black,  under  a  black  parasol, 
was  actually  Diane.  To  his  indignant 
queries  as  to  why  she  should  be  plodding 
her  way  on  foot,  with  this  scorching  sun 
overhead,  her  replies  were  cheerful  and 
uncomplaining.  A  series  of  small  acci¬ 
dents  in  the  stable — such  had  constantly 
happened  at  her  own  little  chateau  in  the 
Oise — having  made  it  inadvisable  to  take 
the  horses  out,  one  of  the  men  had  con¬ 
veyed  her  luggage  to  the  station,  while 
she  herself  preferred  to  walk.  She  was 
used  to  the  exigencies  of  country  life, 
in  both  France  and  Ireland;  and  as  for 
the  heat,  it  was  a  detail  to  be  scorned. 
Dust,  too,  was  only  matter  out  of  place, 
and  a  necessary  concomitant  of  summer. 
Would  he  not  drive  on,  without  troubling 
himself  any  more  about  her  ? 

No;  decidedly  he  would  not.  She  must 
get  in  and  let  him  take  her  to  the  station. 
There  he  could  work  off  his  wrath  only 
by  buying  her  ticket  and  seeing  to  her 
luggage;  while  his  charge  to  the  negro 
porter  to  look  to  her  comfort  was  of  such 
a  nature  that  during  the  whole  of  the 
journey  she  was  pelted  with  magazine 
literature  and  tormented  with  glasses  of 
ice-water. 

That  night  he  found  himself  impelled 
by  his  sense  of  honor  as  a  gentleman  to 
write  a  letter  of  apology  for  the  indignity 
she  had  been  exposed  to  while  in  his 
house.  When  it  had  gone  he  considered 
it  insufficient,  and  only  the  reflection 
that  he  ought  to  have  business  in  town 
next  day  kept  him  from  following  it  up 
with  a  second  note. 

Arrived  in  New  York,  where  the  city 
was  burning  as  if  under  a  sun-glass,  he 
found  his  chief  subject  for  consideration 
to  be  the  choice  of  a  club  at  which  to 
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lunch.  There,  in  the  solitude  of  the  de¬ 
serted  smoking-room,  where  the  heat  was 
tempered,  the  glare  shut  out,  and  the  very 
footfall  subdued,  he  thought  of  the  little 
hotel  in  University  Place.  Because  hu¬ 
man  society  had  mysterious  unwritten 
laws,  the  woman  he  loved  was  forced  to 
steal  away  from  the  freshness  and  peace 
of  green  fields  and  sweeping  river,  to 
take  refuge  amid  the  noisome  ugliness, 
from  which,  in  spite  of  her  courage,  her 
exquisite  nature  must  shrink.  He,  whose 
needs  were  simple,  as  his  tastes  were 
comparatively  coarse,  could  command  the 
sybaritic  luxury  of  a  Roman  patrician, 
while  she,  who  could  not  lift  her  hand 
without  betraying  the  habits  of  inborn 
refinement,  was  exposed  not  only  to  vulgar 
contact,  but  to  a  squalor  of  discomfort  as 
odious  as  vice.  The  thought  was  a  hu¬ 
miliation.  Even  if  he  had  not  loved  her, 
it  would  have  seemed  almost  the  duty  of 
a  man  of  honor  to  step  in  between  her 
and  the  cruel  pathos  of  her  lot. 

It  was  a  curious  reflection  that  it  was 
the  very  fact  that  he  did  love  her  which 
held  him  back.  Could  he  have  turned  to¬ 
wards  Paradise  and  said  to  the  sweet  soul 
waiting  for  him  there,  “  This  woman  has 
need  of  me,  but  you  alone  reign  in  my 
heart,”  he  would  have  felt  more  free  to 
act.  But  the  time  when  that  would  have 
been  possible  had  gone  by.  Anything 
he  might  do  now  would  be  less  for  her 
need  than  his  own;  and  his  own  he  could 
endure  if  loyalty  to  his  past  demanded  it. 
None  the  less  was  it  necessary  to  find  a 
way  in  which  to  come  to  Diane’s  imme¬ 
diate  relief ;  and  by  the  time  he  had 
finished  his  cigar  he  thought  he  had 
discovered  it. 

“  Having  been  obliged  to  run  up  to 
town,”  he  explained,  when  she  had  re¬ 
ceived  him  in  the  little  hotel  parlor,  “  I’ve 
dropped  in  to  tell  you  ,that  I’m  going 
away  for  a  few  weeks  into  Canada.” 

“  Isn’t  it  rather  hot  weather  for  trav¬ 
elling?”  she  asked,  with  that  clear,  smil¬ 
ing  gaze  which  showed  him  at  once 
that  she  had  seen  through  his  pretext 
for  coming. 

“  It  won’t  be  hot  where  I’m  going — up 
into  the  valley  of  the  Metapedia.” 

“  It’s  rather  a  sudden  decision,  isn’t  it  ?” 

“  N — no.  I  generally  try  to  get  a  little 
sport  some  time  through  the  year.” 

“  Naturally  you  know  your  own  inten¬ 


tions  best.  I  only  happen  to  remember 
that  you  said,  yesterday  morning,  you 
hoped  not  to  leave  Rhinefields  till  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  next  month.” 

“  Did  I  say  that  ?  I  must  have  been 
dreaming.” 

“  Very  likely  you  were.  Or  perhaps 
you’re  dreaming  now.” 

“Not  at  all;  in  fact,  I’m  particularly 
wide  awake.  I  see  things  so  clearly 
that  I’ve  looked  in  to  tell  you  some 
of  them.  You  must  get  out  of  this 
stifling  hole  and  go  back  to  Rhinefields 
at  once.” 

“  I  don’t  like  that  way  of  speaking  of 
a  place  I’ve  become  attached  to.  It  isn’t 
a  stifling  hole ;  it’s  a  clean  little  inn, 
where  the  service  is  the  very  law  of 
kindness.  The  art  may  be  of  a  period 
somewhat  earlier  than  the  primitive,”  she 
laughed,  looking  round  at  the  highly 
colored  chromos  of  lake  and  mountain 
scenery  hanging  on  the  walls,  “  and  the 
furniture  may  be  not  strictly  in  the  style 
of  Louis  Quinze,  but  the  host  and  hostess 
treat  me  as  a  daughter,  and  every  gargon 
is  my  slave.” 

“  I  can  quite  understand  that ;  but  all 
the  same  it’s  no  fit  place  for  you.” 

“  I  suppose  the  fittest  place  for  any  one 
is  the  place  in  which  he  feels  at  home.” 

“  Don’t  say  that,”  he  begged,  with  sud¬ 
den  emotion  in  his  voice. 

“  I  think  I  ought  to  say  it,”  she  in¬ 
sisted.,  “  first  of  all  because  it’s  true ; 
and  then  because  you  would  feel  more 
at  ease  about  me  if  you  knew  just  how 
it’s  true.” 

“You  know  that  I’m  not  at  ease 
about  you.” 

“  I  know  you  think  I  must  be  discon¬ 
tented  with  my  lot,  when — in  a  certain 
sense — I’m  not  at  all  so.  I  don’t  pretend 
that  I  prefer  working  for  a  living  to 
having  money  of  my  own;  but  I’ve  found 
this  ” — she  hesitated,  as  if  thinking  out 
her  phrase — “  I’ve  found  that  life  grows 
richer  as  it  goes  on,  in  whatever  way  one 
has  to  live  it.  It’s  as  if  the  streams  that 
fed  it  became  more  numerous  the  farther 
one  descended  from  the  height.” 

“  I’m  glad  you’re  able  to  say  that — ” 

“  I  can  say  it  very  sincerely ;  and  I  lay 
stress  upon  it,  because  I  know  you’re 
kind  enough  to  be  worried  about  me.  I 
wish  I  could  make  you  understand  how 
little  reason  there  is  for  it,  though  you 
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mustn’t  think  that  I’m  not,  touched  by 
it,  or  that  I  mistake  its  motive.  I’ve 
come  to  see  that  what  I’ve  often  heard, 
and  used  scarcely  to  believe,  is  quite 
true,  that  American  men  have  an  atti¬ 
tude  towards  women  entirely  different 
from  that  of  our  men.  Our  men  prob¬ 
ably  think  more  about  women  than  any 
other  men  in  the  world;  but  they  think 
of  them  as  objects  of  prey  —  with  joys 
and  sorrows  not  to  be  taken  seriously. 
You,  on  the  contrary,  are  willing  to  put 
yourself  to  great  inconvenience  for  me, 
merely  because  I  am  a  woman.” 

u  Not  merely  because  of  that,”  Derek 
permitted  himself  to  say. 

“  We  needn’t  weigh  motives  as  if  they 
were  gold-dust.  When  we  have  their 
general  trend  we  have  enough.  I  only 
want  you  to  see  that  I  understand  you, 
while  I  must  ask  you  not  to  be  hurt  if 
I  still  persist  in  not  availing  myself  of 
your  courtesy.  I  wish  you  wouldn’t  ques¬ 
tion  me  any  more  about  it,  because  there 
are  situations  in  which  one  cheapens 
things  by  the  very  effort  to  put  them 
into  words.  If  you  were  a  woman,  you’d 
comprehend  my  feeling — ” 

“  Let  us  assume  that  I  do,  as  it  is.  I 
have  still  another  suggestion  to  make. 
Admitting  that  I  stay  at  Rhinefields, 
why  can’t  you  ask  your  mother-in-law  to 
come  and  make  you  a  couple  of  weeks’ 
visit  there  ?” 

For  a  moment  Diane  forgot  the  re¬ 
straint  she  made  it  a  habit  to  impose  upon 
herself  in  the  new  conditions  of  her  life, 
and  slipped  back  into  the  spontaneous 
manner  of  the  past. 

“  How  tiresome  you  are  !  I  never  knew 
any  one  but  a  child  twist  himself  in  so 
many  directions  to  get  his  own  way.” 

“  You  see,  I’m  accustomed  to  having 
my  own  way.  You  ought  not  to  think 
of  resisting  me.” 

“  I’m  not  resisting  you ;  I’m  only  elud¬ 
ing  your  grasp.  There’s  one  great  ob¬ 
stacle  to  what  you’ve  just  been  good 
enough  to  propose;  my  mother-in-law 
couldn’t  come.  Miss  Lucilla  Van  Tromp 
couldn’t  spare  her.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
she — Miss  Lucilla — asked  me  to  go  to 
Newport  and  stay  with  her  all  the  time 
Dorothea  is  with  the  Prouds;  but  I  de¬ 
clined  the  invitation.  You  see  now  that 
I  don’t  lack  cool  and  comfortable  quar¬ 
ters  because  I  couldn’t  get  them.” 


“  I  see,”  he  nodded.  “  You  evidently 
prefer — this.” 

“  I’ll  tell  you  what  I  prefer ;  I  prefer 
a  breathing-space  in  which  to  commune 
with  my  own  soul.” 

“  You  could  commune  with  your  own 
soul  at  Rhinefields.” 

“No,  I  couldn’t.  It’s  an  exercise  that 
requires  not  only  solitude  and  seclusion, 
but  a  certain  withdrawal  from  the  world. 
If  I  were  in  France,  I  should  go  and  spend 
a  fortnight  in  my  old  convent  at  Auteuil ; 
but  in  this  country  the  nearest  approach 
I  can  make  to  that  is  to  be  here  where  I 
am.  After  all  that  has  happened  in  the 
last  year  and  more,  I  am  trying  to  find 
myself  again,  so  to  speak — I’m  trying  to 
re-establish  my  identity  with  the  Diane 
de  la  Ferronays,  who  seems  to  me  to  have 
faded  back  into  the  distant  twilight  of 
time.  Won’t  you  let  me  do  it  in  my  own 
way,  and  ask  me  no  more  questions  ? 
Yes;  I  see  by  your  face  that  you  will; 
and  we  can  be  friends  again.  Now,”  she 
added,  briskly,  springing  up  and  touch¬ 
ing  a  bell,  “  you’re  going  to  have  some 
of  my  iced  coffee.  I’ve  taught  them  to 
make  it,  just  as  I  used  to  have  it  at  the 
Mauconduit — that  was  our  little  place 
near  Compiegne — and  I  know  you’ll  find 
it  refreshing.” 

It  was  half  an  hour  later,  while  he  was 
taking  leave  of  her,  that  a  thought  oc¬ 
curred  to  him  which  promised  to  be  fruit¬ 
ful  of  new  resources. 

“  Very  well,”  he  declared,  as  they 
were  parting,  “  if  you  persist  in  stay¬ 
ing  here,  I,  too,  shall  persist  in  looking 
in  whenever  I  come  to  town — which  will 
have  to  be  pretty  often  just  now — to 
see  that  you’re  not  down  with  some  sort 
of  fever.” 

“  But,”  she  laughed,  “  I  thought  you 
were  going  away — to  Canada  ?” 

“  I’m  not  obliged  to ;  and  you’ve  rather 
succeeded  in  dissuading  me.” 

“  Then  let  me  succeed  in  dissuading 
you  from  everything.  Don’t  come  here 
again — please  don’t.” 

“  I  certainly  shall.” 

“  I’m  generally  out.” 

“In  that  case  I  shall  stay  till  you 
come  in.” 

“  Of  course  I  can’t  keep  you  from 
doing  that.  I  will  only  say  that  the 
American  man  I’ve  had  in  mind  for  the 
past  few  months — wouldn’t.” 
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And  with  these  as  her  last  words  he 
was  forced  to  leave  her. 

The  fact  that  he  did  not  go  back  to 
University  Place,  either  on  this  or  any 
subsequent  occasion  when  she  thought  it 
well  to  withdraw  there,  emphasized  his 
helplessness  to  aid  her.  By  the  time  au¬ 
tumn  returned,  and  the  household  was 
once  more  settled  in  town,  he  had  grown 
aware  that  between  Diane  and  himself 
there  was  an  impalpable  wall  of  separa¬ 
tion,  which  he  could  no  more  pass  than 
he  could  transcend  the  veil  between  ma¬ 
terial  existence  and  the  Unseen  World. 
He  began  to  perceive  that  what  he  had 
called  detachment  of  manner,  more  or 
less  purposely  maintained,  was  in  reality 
an  element  in  the  situation  which  from 
the  beginning  had  precluded  friendship. 
Diane  and  he  could  not  be  friends  in 
any  of  the  ordinary  senses  of  the  word. 
As  employer  and  employed  their  neces¬ 
sary  dealings  might  be  friendly;  but  to 
anything  more  personal,  under  the  pres¬ 
ent  arrangement,  there  was  attached  the 
impossible  condition  of  stepping  otf  from 
terra  firma  into  space. 

The  obvious  method  of  putting  their 
mutual  relationship  on  a  basis  richer  in 
future  potentialities  Derek  still  felt  him¬ 
self  unable  to  adopt  of  his  own  initiative, 
act.  The  vow  which  bound  him  to  his 
dead  wife  was  one  from  which  circum¬ 
stances — and  not  merely  his  own  fiat — 
must  absolve  him;  but  as  winter  ad¬ 
vanced  it  seemed  to  him  that  life  had 
begun  to  speak  on  the  subject  with  a 
voice  of  imperative  command. 

It  was  the  middle  of  January,  when 
a  small,  accidental  happening  drew  all 
his  growing  but  still  debatable  inten¬ 
tions  into  one  sharp  point  of  reso¬ 
lution.  It  was  such  an  afternoon  as 
comes  rarely,  even  in  the  exhilarating 
winter  of  New  York  —  an  afternoon 
when  the  unfathomable  blue  of  the  sky 
overhead  runs  through  all  the  gamut 
of  tones  from  lavender  to  indigo :  when 
the  air  has  the  living  keenness  of  that 
which  the  Spirit  first  breathed  into  the 
nostrils  of  man;  when  the  rapture  of  the 
heart  is  that  of  neither  passion,  wine, 
nor  nervous  excitement,  but  comes  nearer 
the  exaltation  of  deathless  youth  in  a 
deathless  world  than  anything  else  in  a 
temporary  earth.  It  was  a  day  on  which 


even  the  jaded  heart  is  in  the  mood  to 
begin  all  over  again,  in  renewed  pursuit 
of  the  happiness  which  up  to  now  has  been 
elusive.  To  Derek,  whose  heart  was  by 
no  means  jaded,  it  was  a  day  on  which 
the  instinctive  hope  of  youth,  which  he 
supposed  he  had  outlived,  proved  itself 
of  one  essence  with  the  conscious  passion 
of  maturity. 

When,  as  he  walked  homewards  along 
Fifth  Avenue,  he  overtook  Diane,  also 
making  her  way  homewards,  the  happy 
occurrence  seemed  but  part  of  the  gen¬ 
eral  radiance  permeating  life.  The 
chance  meeting  on  the  neutral  ground 
of  out-of-doors  took  Diane  by  surprise; 
and  before  she  had  time  to  put  up  her 
guards  of  reserve  she  had  betrayed  her 
youth  in  a  shy  heightening  of  color. 
Under  the  protection  of  the  cheerful, 
slowly  moving  crowd  she  felt  at  liberty 
to  drop  for  a  minute  the  subdued  air 
of  his  daughter’s  paid  companion,  and 
in  her  replies  to  what  he  said  she  spoke 
with  some  of  her  old  gayety  of  verve.  It 
was  an  unfortunate  moment  in  which 
to  yield  to  this  temptation,  for  it  was, 
perhaps,  the  only  occasion  since  her  com¬ 
ing  to  New  York  on  which  she  was  close¬ 
ly  observed. 

Engrossed  as  they  were,  the  one  with 
the  other,  they  had  insensibly  relaxed 
their  pace,  becoming  mere  strollers  on  the 
outside  edge  of  the  throng.  The  sense 
of  being  watched  came  to  both  of  them 
at  once,  and  looking  up  at  the  same  mo¬ 
ment,  they  saw,  approaching  at  a  snail’s 
pace,  an  open  victoria,  in  which  were  two 
ladies,  to  whom  they  were  objects  of 
plainly  expressed  interest.  The  elder  was 
an  insignificant  little  woman,  who  looked 
as  though  she  were  being  taken  out  by 
her  costly  furs,  while  the  younger  was  a 
girl  of  some  two  or  three  and  twenty,  of 
a  type  of  beauty  that  would  have  been 
too  imperious,  had  it  not  been  toned 
down  by  that  air  which  to  the  unin¬ 
telligent  means  boredom,  though  the 
wise  know  it  to  spring  from  something 
gone  amiss  in  life.  Both  ladies  kept 
their  eyes  fixed  so  exclusively  on  Di¬ 
ane  that  they  had  almost  passed  be¬ 
fore  remembering  to  salute  Derek  with 
a  nod. 

“  I’ve  seen  those  ladies  somewhere,” 
Diane  observed,  when  they  had  gone  by. 

“  T  dare  say.  They’ve  probably  seen 
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you,  too.  The  elder  is  Mrs.  Bayford, 
sister  of  Mr.  Grimston,  my  uncle’s  part¬ 
ner  in  Paris.  The  girl  is  Marion  Grim¬ 
ston,  his  daughter.” 

,  “  I  remember  perfectly  now.  They 

used  to  come  to  our  charity  sales,  and— 
and — anything  of  that  kind.” 
i  Pruyn  laughed. 

■  “  Anything,  you  mean,  that  was  open 

to  all  comers.  Mrs.  Grimston  would  be 
flattered.” 

:  “  I  didn’t  mean  to  speak  slighting¬ 

ly,”  she  hastened  to  say.  “  There  were 
plenty  of  nice  people  in  Paris  whom  I 
didn’t  know.” 

“  And  plenty,  I  imagine,  who  thought 
you  ought  to  have  known  them.  Mrs. 
Grimston,  and  Mrs.  Bayford,  too,  would 
have  been  among  that  number.” 

“  Well,  you  see  I  do  know  them — by 
sight.  I  recall  Miss  Grimston  especially. 
She’s  so  handsome.” 

“  I  shall  tell  her  that  to-night.” 

“  To-night?” 

“  Yes ;  it’s  with  them  that  Dorothea 
and  I  are  dining.  The  name  conveying 
nothing  to  you,  you  probably  didn’t  re¬ 
member  it.  The  fact  is  that,  as  Mrs. 
Bayford  is  the  sister  of  my  uncle’s  part¬ 
ner — my  partner,  too, — I  make  it  a  point 
to  be  very  civil  to  her  twice  a  year — 
once  when  I  dine  with  her,  and  once 
when  she  dines  with  me.  The  annual 
festivals  have  been  delayed  this  season 
because  she  has  only  just  returned  from 
a  long  visit  to  Japan  and  India,  with 
Marion  in  her  wake.” 

There  had  been  so  much  to  say  which, 
in  the  glamour  of  that  glorious  afternoon, 
was  more  important  that  no  further  time 
was  spent  on  the  topic.  Derek  forgot 
the  meeting  till  Mrs.  Bayford  recalled 
it  to  him  as  he  sat  beside  her  in  the 
evening.  She  was  one  of  those  small,  ill- 
shapen  women  whose  infirmities  are 
thrown  into  more  conspicuous  relief  by 
dress  and  jewels  and  decolletage.  Seat¬ 
ed  at  the  head  of  her  table,  she  pro¬ 
duced  the  impression  of  a  Goddess  of 
Discord  at  a  feast  of  well-meaning,  hap¬ 
less  mortals. 

“  I  want  a  word  with  you,”  she  said, 
parenthetically,  to  Derek,  on  her  left,  be¬ 
fore  turning  her  attention  to  the  more 
important  neighbor  on  her  right. 

“  One  is  scant  measure,”  he  laughed. 


in  reply,  “  but  I  must  be  grateful  even 
for  that.” 

It  was  the  middle  of  dinner  before  she 
took  notice  of  him  again,  but  when  she 
did  she  plunged  into  her  subject  boldly. 

“  I  suppose  you  didn’t  think  I  knew 
who  you  were  walking  with  this  after¬ 
noon  ?” 

“  Yes,  I  did,  because  the  lady  recog¬ 
nized  you.  She  said  you  and  Mrs.  Grim¬ 
ston  were  among  the  nice  people  in  Paris 
whom  she  hadn’t  met — but  whom  she 
knew  very  well  by  sight.” 

If  Derek  thought  this  reply  calculated 
to  appease  an  angry  deity,  he  discov¬ 
ered  his  mistake. 

“  Did  she  have  the  indecency  to  say 
she  hadn’t  met  me?” 

“  I  think  she  did ;  but  she  proba¬ 
bly  didn’t  know  that  the  word  inde¬ 
cency  could  apply  to  anything  connected 
with  you.” 

“  Why,  I  was  introduced  to  her  four 
times  in  one  season !” 

“  I  suppose  she  hasn’t  as  good  a  mem¬ 
ory  as  yours.” 

“  Oh,  as  for  that,  it  wasn’t  a  matter 
of  memory.  Nobody  was  permitted  to 
forget  her — she  was  so  notorious.” 

“  I’ve  always  heard  that  in  Paris  the 
mere  possession  of  beauty  is  enough  to 
keep  any  one  in  the  public  eye.” 

“  It  wasn’t  beauty  alone — if  she  has 
beauty;  though  for  my  part  I  can’t  see  it.” 

“  It  is  of  rather  an  elusive  quality.” 

“  It  must  be.  But  if  it  exists  at  all, 
I  can  tell  you  that  it’s  of  a  danger¬ 
ous  quality.” 

“  Hasn’t  that  always  been  the  pecul¬ 
iarity  of  beauty,  ever  since  the  days  of 
Helen  of  Troy?” 

“  I’m  sure  I  can’t  say.  I’ve  always  tried 
to  steer  clear  of  that  sort  of  thing — ” 

“  That  must  be  an  excellent  plan ;  only 
it  deprives  one  of  the  power  of  speaking 
as  an  authority,  doesn’t  it?” 

“  I  don’t  pretend  to  speak  as  an  au¬ 
thority.  If  I  say  anything  at  all,  it’s 
what  everybody  knows.” 

“  What  everybody  knows  is  generally 
— scandal.” 

“This  was  certainly  scandal;  but  it 
wasn’t  the  fact  that  everybody  knew  it 
that  made  it  so.” 

“  Then  I’m  sure  you  wouldn’t  wish  to 
repeat  it.” 

“  I  don’t  see  why  you  should  be  sure 
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of  anything  of  the  kind.  I  consider  it 
my  duty  to  repeat  it.” 

“  Then  you  won’t  be  surprised  if  I 
consider  it  mine  to  contradict  it.” 

“  Certainly  not.  I  shouldn’t  be  sur¬ 
prised  at  anything  you  could  do,  Derek, 
after  what  I’ve  heard  since  I  came  home.” 

“  I  won’t  ask  you  what  that  is — ” 

“No;  your  own  conscience  must  tell 
you.  No  one  can  go  on  as  you’ve 
been  doing,  and  not  know  he  must  be 
talked  about.” 

“  I’ve  always  understood  that  that  was 
more  flattering  than  to  be  ignored.” 

“  It  depends.  There’s  such  a  thing  as 
receiving  that  sort  of  flattery  first,  only 
to  be  ignored  in  the  sequel.  I  speak  as 
your  friend,  Derek — ” 

“  I  thoroughly  understand  that ;  but 
may  I  ask  if  it’s  in  the  way  of  warning 
or  of  threat?” 

“  It’s  in  the  way  of  both.  You  must 
see  that,  whatever  risks  I  may  be  pre¬ 
pared  to  run  myself,  as  long  as  I  have 
Marion  with  me  I  can’t  expose  her  to—” 

“  To  what  ?” 

Notwithstanding  his  efforts  to  keep  the 
conversation  to  a  tone  of  banter,  acri¬ 
monious  though  it  had  to  be,  Derek  was 
unable  to  pronounce  the  two  brief  syl¬ 
lables  without  betraying  some  degree  of 
anger.  Glancing  up  at  him  as  she  shrank 
under  her  weight  of  jewels,  Mrs.  Bayford 
found  him  very  big  and  menacing;  but 
she  was  a  brave  woman,  and  if  she  shriv¬ 
elled,  it  was  only  as  a  cat  shrivels  before 
springing  at  a  mastiff. 

“  I  can’t  expose  her  to  the  chance 
of  meeting — ” 

She  paused,  not  from  hesitation,  but 
with  the  rhetorical  intention  of  making 
the  end  of  her  phrase  more  telling. 

“  My  future  wife,”  he  whispered,  be¬ 
fore  she  had  time  to  go  on.  “  It’s  only 
fair  to  tell  you  that.” 

“Good  heavens!  You’re  not  going  to 
marry  the  creature!” 

Mrs.  Bayford  brought  out  the  words 
with  the  dramatic  action  and  intensity 
they  deserved.  In  the  hum  of  talk  around 
and  across  the  table  it  was  doubtful 
whether  or  not  they  were  heard,  and  yet 
more  than  one  of  the  guests  glanced  up 
with  a  look  of  interrogation.  Dorothea 
caught  her  father’s  eyes  in  a  gaze  which 
he  had  some  difficulty  in  returning  with 
the  proper  amount  of  steadiness ;  but  Mrs. 


Berrington  Jones  came  to  the  rescue  of 
the  company  by  asking  Mrs.  Bayford  to 
tell  the  amusing  story  of  how  her  bath 
had  been  managed  in  Japan. 

So  the  incident  passed  by,  leaving  a 
sense  of  mystery  in  the  air;  though  for 
Derek,  all  sense  of  annoyance  disap¬ 
peared  in  the  knowledge  that  he  was 
Diane’s  champion. 

He  was  thinking  over  the  incident  in 
the  luxurious  semi-darkness  of  the  elec¬ 
tric  brougham  as  they  were  going  home¬ 
wards,  when  the  clear  voice  of  Dorothea 
broke  in  on  his  meditation. 

“  Are  you  going  to  be  married,  father  ?” 

The  question  could  not  be  a  surprise 
to  him  after  the  occurrence  at  the  ta¬ 
ble,  but  he  was  not  prepared  to  give 
an  affirmative  answer  on  the  spur  of 
the  moment. 

“  What  makes  you  ask  ?”  he  inquired, 
after  a  second’s  reflection. 

“  I  heard  what  Mrs.  Bayford  said.” 

“  And  how  should  you  feel  if  I  were  ?” 

“  It  would  depend.” 

“  On  what  ?” 

“  On  whether  or  not  it  was  any  one 
I  liked.” 

“  That’s  fair.  And  if  it  was  some  one 
whom  you  did  like  ?” 

“  Then  it  would  depend  on  whether  or 
not  it  was — Diane.” 

“And  if  it  was  Diane?” 

“  I  should  be  very  glad.” 

“Why?” 

She  slipped  her  arm  through  his  and 
snuggled  up  to  him. 

“  Oh,  for  a  lot  of  reasons.  First,  be¬ 
cause  I’ve  always  supposed  you’d  be  get¬ 
ting  married  one  day;  and  I’ve  been 
terribly  afraid  you’d  pick  out  some  one 
I  couldn’t  get  along  with.” 

“  Have  I  ever  shown  any  symptom  to 
justify  that  alarm  ?” 

“  N — no ;  but  you  never  can  tell — with 
a  man.” 

“  Can  you  be  any  surer  with  a  woman  ?” 

“No;  and  that’s  one  of  my  other  rea¬ 
sons.  I’m  not  very  sure  about  myself.” 

“You  don’t  mean  that  it’s  to  be  young 
Wap — ?”  he  began,  uneasily. 

“  I  suppose  it  will  have  to  be  he — or 
some  one  else.  They  keep  at  me.” 

“  And  you  don’t  know  how  long  you 
may  be  able  to  hold  out.” 

“  I’m  holding  out  as  well  as  I  can,” 
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she  laughed,  “  but  it  can’t  go  on  forever. 
And  then — if  I  do — ” 

“  Well — what?” 

“  You’d  be  left  all  alone,  and,  of  course, 
1  should  be  worried  about  that — unless 
you — you — ” 

“  Unless  I  married  some  one.” 

“No;  not  some  one;  no  one  —  but 
Diane.” 

They  were  now  at  their  own  door,  but 
before  she  sprang  out  she  drew  down  his 
lace  to  hers  and  kissed  him. 

CHAPTER  IX 

URING  the  succeeding  week  De¬ 
rek  Pruyn,  having  practically  an¬ 
nounced  an  engagement  which  did 
not  exist,  found  himself  in  a  some¬ 
what  ludicrous  situation.  Too  proud  to 
extort  a  promise  of  secrecy  from  Mrs. 
Bayford,  he  knew  the  value  of  his  indis¬ 
cretion — if  indiscretion  it  were — to  any 
purveyor  of  tea-table  gossip;  and  while 
Diane  and  he  remained  in  the  same  rela¬ 
tive  positions  he  was  sure  it  was  being 
bruited  about,  with  his  own  authority, 
that  they  were  to  become  man  and  wife. 
It  did  not  diminish  the  absurdity  of  the 
situation  that  he  was  debarred  from  pro¬ 
posing  and  settling  the  affair  at  once,  by 
the  grotesque  fact  that  he  had  not  time. 

There  was  certainly  little  opportunity 
for  love-making,  in  those  hurried  days 
of  preparing  for  his  long  absence  in 
South  America.  He  was  often  obliged 
to  leave  home  by  eight  in  the  morning, 
rarely  returning  except  to  go  wearily  to 
bed.  Though  nothing  had  been  said  to 
him,  he  had  more  than  one  reason  for 
suspecting  that  Mrs.  Bayford  was  at 
work;  and,  at  the  odd  minutes  when  he 
saw  Diane,  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  her 
clearness  of  look  was  extinguished  by  an 
expression  of  perplexity. 

He  would  have  reproached  himself 
more  keenly  for  his  lack  of  energy  in 
overcoming  obstacles  had  it  not  been  for 
the  fact  that,  owing  to  their  peculiar 
position  as  members  of  one  household, 
and  that  household  his,  he  was  planning 
to  ask  Diane  to  become  his  wife  on  that 
occasion  when  he  would  also  be  bidding 
her  adieu.  She  would  thus  be  spared 
the  difficulties  of  a  trying  situation,  while 
she  would  have  the  season  of  his  ab¬ 
sence  in  which  to  adjust  her  mind  to 
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the  revolution  in  her  life.  He  resolved 
to  adhere  to  this  intention,  the  more 
especially  as  a  small  family  dinner  at 
Gramercv  Park,  from  which  he  was  to 
go  directly  to  his  steamer,  would  give 
him  the  exact  combination  of  circum¬ 
stances  he  desired. 

When,  after  dinner.  Miss  Lucilla’s  engi¬ 
neering  of  the  company  allowed  him  to 
find  himself  alone  with  Diane,  in  the 
library,  he  made  her  sit  down  by  the 
fireside,  while  he  stood,  his  arm  resting 
on  the  mantelpiece,  as  on  the  afternoon 
of  their  first  serious  interview,  over  a 
year  ago.  As  on  that  other  occasion,  so, 
too,  on  this,  she  sat  erect,  silent,  expect¬ 
ant,  waiting  for  him  to  speak.  What  was 
coming  she  did  not  know;  but  she  felt 
once  more  his  commanding  dominance, 
with  its  power  to  ordain,  prescribe,  and 
regulate  the  conditions  of  her  life. 

“  Doesn’t  this  make  you  think  of — our 
first  long  talk  together?” 

“  I  often  think  of  it,”  Diane  said, 
faintly,  trying  to  assume  that  they  were 
entering  on  an  ordinary  conversation. 
“  As  you  didn’t  agree  with  me — ” 

“  I  do  now,”  he  said,  quickly.  “  I  see 
you  were  right,  in  everything.  I  want 
to  thank  you  for  what  you’ve  done  for 
Dorothea — and  for  me. .  I  didn’t  dream,  a 
year  ago,  that  the  change  in  both  of  us 
could  be  so  great.” 

“  Dorothea  was  a  sweet  little  girl,  to 
begin  with — ” 

“Yes;  but  I  don’t  want  to  talk  about 
that  now.  She  will  express  her  own  sense 
of  gratitude;  but  in  the  meanwhile  1 
want  to  tell  you  mine.  You  will  under¬ 
stand  something  of  its  extent  when'  I 
say  that  I  ask  you  to  be  my  wife.” 

Diane  neither  spoke  nor  looked  at  him. 
The  only  sign  she  gave  of  having  heard 
him  was  a  slight  bowing  of  the  head,  as 
of  one  who  accepts  a  decree.  The  first  few 
instants’  stillness  had  the  ineffable  quality 
which  might  spring  from  the  abolition 
of  time  when  bliss  becomes  eternity. 
There  was  a  space,  not  to  be  reckoned 
by  any  terrestrial  counting,  during  which 
each  heart  was  caught  up  into  wonderful 
spheres  of  emotion — on  his  side  the  re¬ 
lief  of  having  spoken,  on  hers  the  joy 
of  having  heard ;  and  though  it  passed 
swiftly  it  was  long  enough  to  give  to  both 
the  vision  of  a  new  heaven  and  a  new 
earth.  It  was  a  vision  that  never  faded 
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again  from  the  inward  sight  of  either, 
though  the  mists  of  mortal  error  began 
creeping  over  it  at  once. 

“  If  I  take  you  by  surprise — ”  he  be¬ 
gan,  as  he  felt  the  clouds  of  reality  clos¬ 
ing  round  him. 

“  No,”  she  broke  in,  still  without  look¬ 
ing  up  at  him;  “I  heard  you  intended 
to  ask  me.” 

Though  he  made  a  little  uneasy  move¬ 
ment,  he  knew  that  this  was  precisely 
what  she  might  have  been  expected 
to  say. 

“  I  thought  you  had  possibly  heard 
that,”  he  said,  in  her  own  tone  of  quiet 
frankness,  “  and  I  want  to  explain  to  you 
that  what  happened  was  an  accident.” 

“  So  I  imagined.” 

“  If  I  spoke  of  you  as  my  future  wife, 
I  must  ask  you  to  believe  that  it  was  in 
the  way  of  neither  ill-timed  jest  nor  fool¬ 
ish  boast.” 

“  You  needn’t  assure  me  of  that,  be¬ 
cause  I  could  never  have  thought  so. 
If  I  wTant  assurance  at  all  it’s  on 
other  points.” 

“  If  I  can  explain  them — ” 

“  I  can  almost  explain  them  myself. 
What  I  require  is  rather  in  the  way  of 
corroboration.  Wasn’t  it  much  as  the 
knight  of  old  threw  the  mantle  of  his 
protection  over  the  shoulders  of  a  dis¬ 
tressed  damsel?” 

“  I  know  what  you  mean ;  but  I  don’t 
admit  the  justice  of  the  simile.” 

“  But  if  you  did  admit  it,  would¬ 
n’t  it  be  something  like  what  actually 
occurred  ?” 

“  You’re  putting  questions  to  me,”  he 
said,  smiling  down  at  her;  “  but  you 
haven’t  answered  mine.” 

“  I  must  beg  leave  to  point  out,”  she 
smiled,  in  return,  “  that  you  haven’t 
asked  me  one.  You’ve  only  stated  a  fact 
— or  what  I  presume  to  be  a  fact.  But 
before  we  can  discuss  it  I  ought  to  be 
possessed  of  certain  information;  and 
you’ve  put  me  in  a  position  where  I  have 
a  right  to  demand  it.” 

After  brief  reflection  Derek  admitted 
that.  As  nearly  as  he  could  recall  the 
incident  at  Mrs.  Bayford’s  dinner  party, 
he  recounted  it. 

“  You  see,”  he  explained  in  summing 
up,  a  that,  as  a  snobbish  person,  she 
could  hardly  be  expected  to  forgive  you 
for  forgetting  her,  when  she  had  been 


introduced  to  you  four  times  in  a  season. 
She  not  unnaturally  fancied  you  forgot 
her  on  purpose,  so  to  speak — ” 

“  I  suppose  1  did,”  she  murmured, 
penitently. 

“  What  ?”  he  asked,  with  sudden  curi¬ 
osity.  “  Would  you — ” 

“  I  wouldn’t  now.  I  used  to  then. 
Everybody  did  it,  when  people  were  in¬ 
troduced  to  us  whom  we  didn’t  want  to 
know.  I’ve  done  it  when  it  wasn’t  nec¬ 
essary  even  from  that  point  of  view — 
out  of  a  kind  of  sport,  a  kind  of  wan¬ 
tonness.  I’ve  really  forgotten  about  Mrs. 
Bayford  now — everything  except  her  face 
— but  I  dare  say  I  remembered  perfectly 
well,  at  the  time.  It  would  have  been 
nothing  unusual  if  I  had.” 

“  In  that  case,”  he  said,  slowly,  “  you 
can’t  be  surprised — ” 

“  I’m  not,”  she  hastened  to  say.  “  If 
Mrs.  Bayford  retaliates,  now  that  she  has 
the  power,  she’s  within  her  right — a  right 
which  scarcely  any  woman  would  fore¬ 
go.  It  was  perfectly  natural  for  Mrs. 
Bayford  to  speak  ill  of  me;  and  it  was 
equally  natural  for  you  to  spring  to  my 
defence.  You’d  have  sprung  to  the  de¬ 
fence  of  any  one — ” 

“  No,  no,”  he  interjected,  hurriedly. 

“  Of  any  one  whom  you — respected,  as 
I  hope  you  respect  me.  You’ve  offered 
me,”  she  went  on,  her  eyes  filling  with 
sudden  tears — “  you’ve  offered  me  the  ut¬ 
most  protection  a  man  can  give  a  woman. 
To  tell  you  how  deeply  I’m  touched,  how 
sincerely  I’m  grateful,  is  beyond  my 
power;  but  you  must  see  that  I  can’t 
avail  myself  of  your  kindness.  Your 
very  willingness  to  repeat  at  leisure  what 
you  said  in  haste  makes  it  the  more  nec¬ 
essary  that  I  shouldn’t  take  advantage 
of  your  chivalry.” 

u  Would  that  be  your  only  reason  for 
hesitating  to  become  my  wife?” 

The  deep,  vibrant  note  that  came  into 
his  voice  sent  a  tremor  through  her 
frame,  and  she  looked  about  her  for  sup¬ 
port.  He  himself  offered  it  by  taking 
both  her  hands  in  his.  She  allowed  him 
to  hold  them  for  a  second  before  with¬ 
drawing  behind  the  intrenched  position 
afforded  by  the  huge  chair  from  which 
she  had  risen,  and  on  the  back  of  which 
she  now  leaned,  for  the  sake  of  steady¬ 
ing  her  nerves. 

“  It’s  the  reason  that  looms  largest,” 
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she  replied — “  so  large  as  to  put  all  other 
reasons  out  of  consideration.” 

“  Then  you’re  entirely  mistaken,”  he 
declared,  coming  forward  in  such  a  way 
that  only  the  chair  stood  between  them. 
“  It’s  true  that  at  Mrs.  Bayford’s  provo¬ 
cation  I  spoke  in  haste,  but  it  was  only 
to  utter  the  resolution  I  had  taken  plenty 
of  time  to  form.  If  I  were  to  tell  you 
how  much  time,  you’d  be  inclined  to 
scorn  me  for  my  delay.  But  the  truth 
is  I’m  no  longer  a  very  young  man ;  in 
comparison  with  you  I’m  not  young  at 
all.  You  yourself,  as  a  woman  of  the 
world,  must  readily  understand  that  at 
my  age,  and  in  my  position,  prudence  is 
as  honorable  an  element  in  the  offer  I 
am  making  you  as  romance  would  be  in 
a  boy’s.  I  make  no  apology  for  being 
prudent.  I  state  the  fact  that  I’ve  been 
so  only  that  you  may  know  that  I’ve  tried 
to  look  at  this  question  from  every  point 
of  view — Dorothea’s  as  well  as  yours  and 
mine.  I  took  my  time  about  it,  and  long 
before  I  warned  Mrs.  Bayford  that  she 
was  speaking  of  one  who  was  dear  to  me, 
my  mind  was  made  up.  With  such  hopes 
as  I  had  at  heart  it  would  have  been 
wrong  to  have  allowed  her  to  go  on  with¬ 
out  a  word  of  warning.” 

“  I  can  see  that  it  would  have  that 
aspect.” 

“  Then,  if  you  can  see  that,  you  must 
see  that  I  speak  to  you  now  in  all  sin¬ 
cerity.  My  desire  isn’t  new.  I  can  truth¬ 
fully  say  that,  since  the  first  day  I  saw 
you,  your  eyes  and  voice  have  haunted 
me,  and  the  longing  to  be  near  you  has 
never  been  absent  from  my  heart.  I’ll 
be  quite  frank  with  you  and  say  that, 
before  you  came  here,  it  was  my  avowed 
intention  not  to  marry  again.  Now  I 
have  no  desire  on  earth — my  child  apart 
— so  strong  as  to  win  you  for  my  wife. 
The  year  we’ve  spent  under  the  same 
roof  must  have  given  you  some  idea 
of  the  man  whom  you’d  be  marrying; 
and  I  think  I  can  promise  you  that 
with  your  help  he  would  be  a  better  man 
than  in  the  past.  Won’t  you  say  that  I 
may  hope  for  it  ?” 

With  arms  supported  by  the  high  back 
of  the  chair  and  cheek  on  her  clasped 
hands,  she  gazed  away  into  the  dimness 
of  the  room,  as  if  waiting  for  him  to 
continue;  but  during  the  silence  that 
ensued,  it  seemed  to  Derek  as  if  a  shad¬ 


ow  crossed  her  features,  while  her  bright 
look  died  out,  in  a  kind  of  wistfulness. 
She  had,  perhaps,  been  hoping  for  a  word 
he  had  not  spoken — a  word  whose  absence 
he  had  only  covered  up  by  phrases. 

“Well?  Have  you  nothing  to  say  to 
me?”  he  asked,  when  some  minutes  had 
gone  by. 

“  I’m  thinking.” 

“  Of  what  ?” 

“  Of  what  you  say  about  prudence.  I 
like  it.  It  seems  to  me  I  ought  to  be 
prudent,  too.” 

“  Undoubtedly,”  he  agreed,  in  the  dry 
tone  of  one  who  assents  to  what  he  finds 
slightly  disagreeable. 

“  I  mean,”  she  said,  quickly,  “  that  I 
ought  to  be  prudent  for  you — for  us  all. 
There  are  a  great  many  things  to  be 
thought  of,  things  which  people  of  our 
age  ought  not  to  let  pass  unconsidered. 
Men  think  the  way  through  difficul¬ 
ties,  while  women  feel  it.  I’m  afraid  I 
must  ask  for  time  to  get  my  instincts 
into  play.” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  you  can’t  give  me 
an  answer  to-night — before  I  go  on  this 
long  journey?” 

“  I  couldn’t  give  you  an  affirmative 
one.” 

“  But  you  could  say.  No?” 

“  If  you  pressed  the  matter  —  if  you 
insisted  —  that’s  what  I  should  have  to 
say.” 

“Why?” 

“  That  would  be — my  secret.” 

“  Is  it  that  you  think  you  couldn’t 
love  me?” 

For  the  first  time  the  color  came  to 
her  cheek  and  surged  up  to  her  temples, 
not  suddenly  or  hotly,  but  with  the  semi- 
diaphanous  lightness  of  roseate  vapor 
mounting  into  winter  air.  As  he  came 
nearer,  rounding  the  protective  barrier 
of  the  armchair,  she  retreated  a  few 
inches  from  it,  though  still  resting  her 
hands  on  the  high,  cushioned  back. 

“  I  should  have  to  solve  some  other 
questions  before  I  could  answer  that,” 
she  said,  trying  to  meet  his  eyes  with  the 
necessary  steadiness. 

“  Couldn’t  I  help  you  ?” 

She  shook  her  head. 

“  Then  couldn’t  you  consider  it  first  ?” 

“  A  woman  generally  does  consider  it 
first,  but  she  speaks  about  it  last.” 

“  But  you  could  tell  me  the  result  of 


394 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


what  you  think,  as  far  as  you’ve  drawn 
conclusions  ?” 

“No;  because  whatever  I  should  say 
you  would  find  misleading.  If  you’re  in 
earnest  about  what  you  say  to-night,  it 
would  be  better  for  us  both  that  you 
should  give  me  time.” 

“  I’m  willing  to  do  that.  But  you  speak 
as  if  you  had  a  doubt  of  me.” 

“  I’ve  no  doubt  of  you ;  I’ve  only  a 
doubt  about  myself.  The  woman  you’ve 
known  for  the  last  twelve  months  isn’t 
the  woman  other  people  have  known  in 
the  years  before  that.  She  isn’t  the  Di¬ 
ane  Eveleth  of  Paris,  any  more  than  she 
is  the  Diane  de  la  Eerronays  of  the  hills 
of  Connemara,  or  of  the  convent  at  Au- 
teuil.  But  I  don’t  know  which  is  the 
real  woman,  or  whether  the  one  who  now 
seems  to  me  dead  mightn’t  rise  again.” 

“  I  shouldn’t  be  afraid  of  her.” 

“  But  I  should.  You  say  that  because 
you  didn’t  know  her;  and  I  couldn’t  let 
you  marry  me  without  telling  you  some¬ 
thing  of  what  she  was.” 

“  Then  tell  me.” 

“No,  not  now;  not  to-night.  Go  on 
your  long  journey,  and  come  back. 
When  it’s  all  over,  I  shall  be  sure — sure, 
that  is,  of  myself  —  sure  on  the  point 
about  which  I’m  so  much  in  doubt,  as 
to  whether  or  not  the  other  woman 
could  return.” 

“  I  should  be  willing  to  run  the  risk,” 
he  said,  with  a  short  laugh,  “  even  if 
she  did.” 

“  But  I  shouldn’t  be  willing  to  let  you. 
You  forget  she  ruined  one  rich  man;  she 
might  easily  ruin  another.” 

“  That  would  depend  very  much  upon 
the  man.” 

“No  man  can  cope  with  a  woman 
such  as  I  was  only  a  few  years  ago. 
You  can  put  fetters  on  a  criminal,  and 
you  can  quell  a  beast  to  submission,  but 
you  can’t  bind  the  subtle,  mischievous 
woman-spirit,  bent  on  doing  harm.  It’s 
more  ruthless  than  war;  it’s  more  fatal 
than  disease.  You,  with  your  large,  gen¬ 
erous  nature,  are  the  very  man  for  it  to 
fasten  on,  and  waste  him,  like  a  fever.” 

She  moved  back  from  him,  close  to 
the  bookshelves  against  the  wall.  With 
arms  outstretched  on  each  side,  she  sup¬ 
ported  herself  by  the  tips  of  her  fin¬ 
gers  on  the  protruding  ledge,  where  the 
shelves  rested  on  a  line  of  cabinets.  The 


eyes  which  Derek  had  always  seen  sad 
and  lustreless  glowed  with  a  fire  like  the 
amber’s,  as  the  eyes  of  certain  spaniels 
glow  in  darkness. 

“  You  must  understand  that  I  couldn’t 
allow  myself  to  do  the  same  thing  twice,” 
she  hurried  on,  “  and,  if  I  married  you, 
who  knows  but  what  I  might?  I’m  not 
a  bad  woman  by  nature,  but  I  think  I 
must  need  to  be  held  in  repression. 
You’d  be  giving  me  again  just  those 
gifts  of  money,  position,  and  power  which 
made  me  dangerous.” 

“  Suppose  you  were  to  let  me  guard 
against  that?”  he  said. 

“  You  couldn’t.  It  would  be  like 
fighting  a  poisonous  vapor  with  the 
sword.  The  woman’s  spell,  whether  for 
good  or  ill,  is  more  subtle  and  more  po¬ 
tent  than  anything  in  the  universe,  but 
the  love  of  God.” 

“  I  can  believe  that,  and  still  be  will¬ 
ing  to  trust  myself  to  yours,”  he  an¬ 
swered,  gravely.  “  I  know  you,  and  hon¬ 
or  you  as  men  rarely  do  the  women  they 
marry,  until  the  proof  of  the  years  has 
tried  them.  In  your  case  the  trial  has 
come  first.  I’ve  watched  you  bear  it — 
watched  you  more  closely  than  you’ve  ever 
been  aware  of.  I’ve  stood  by,  and  seen  you 
carry  your  burden,  when  it  was  harder 
than  you  imagine  not  to  take  my  part 
in  it.  I’ve  looked  on,  and  seen  you  suf¬ 
fer,  when  it  was  all  I  could  do  to  keep 
from  saying  some  word  of  sympathy  you 
might  have  resented.  But,  Diane,”  he 
cried,  his  voice  taking  on  a  strange,  per¬ 
emptory  sharpness,  “  I  can’t  do  it  any 
longer.  My  power  of  standing  still, 
while  you  go  on  with  your  single-handed 
fight,  is  at  an  end.  If  ever  God  sent  a 
man  to  a  woman’s  aid,  He  has  sent  me 
to  yours;  and  you  must  let  me  do  what 
I’m  appointed  for.  You  must  come  to 
me  for  comfort  in  your  loneliness.  You 
must  come  to  me  for  care  in  your  neces¬ 
sity.  I  have  both  care  and  comfort  for 
you  here;  and  you  must  come.” 

Without  moving  towards  her  he  stood 
with  open  arms. 

“  Come !”  he  cried  again,  command- 
ingly. 

The  tears  coursed  down  her  cheeks, 
but  she  gave  no  sign  of  obeying  him, 
except  to  drag  one  hand  from  the  pro¬ 
tecting  bookcase  ledge,  to  which  she 
seemed  to  cling. 
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“  Come,  Diane,”  he  repeated.  “  Come 
to  me.” 

The  other  hand  fell  to  her  side,  while 
she  gazed  at  him  piteously,  as  though  in 
reluctant  submission  to  his  will. 

“  Come,”  he  said,  once  more,  in  a  tone 
of  authority  mingled  with  appeal. 

Drawn  by  a  force  she  had  no  power  to 
withstand  she  took  one  slow,  hesitating 
step  towards  him. 

“  I  haven’t  yielded,”  she  stammered. 
“  I  haven’t  consented.  I  can’t  consent 
— yet.” 

“  No,  dearest,  no,”  he  murmured,  with 
arms  yearning  to  her  as  she  approached 
him ;  “  nevertheless — come.” 

CHAPTER  X 

OTWITHSTANDING  the  fact  that 
she  had  wept  in  his  arms — wept  as 
women  weep  who  are  brave  in  the  hour 
of  trial,  only  to  break  down  in  the  mo¬ 
ment  of  relief — Diane  would  give  Derek 
Pruyn  no  other  answer.  She  could  not 
consent — yet.  With  this  reply  he  was 
obliged  to  sail  away,  getting  what  com¬ 
fort  he  might  from  its  implications. 

During  the  three  months  of  his  ab¬ 
sence  Diane  took  knowledge  of  herself, 
appraising  her  strength,  and  probing  her 
weakness.  She  was  too  honest  not  to 
own  that  there  were  desires  in  her  nature 
which  leaped  into  newness  of  life  at  the 
thought  that  there  might  again  be  means 
to  support  them.  Diane  de  la  Eerronays 
was  not  dead,  but  sleeping.  Her  love  of 
luxury  and  pleasure — her  joy  in  jewels, 
equipage,  and  dress — her  woman’s  ele¬ 
mental  weaknesses,  second  only  to  the 
instinct  for  maternity, — all  these,  grown 
lethargic  from  hunger,  were  ready  to 
awake  again  at  the  mere  possibility  of 
food.  She  was  forced  to  confront  the 
fact  that,  with  the  same  opportunities, 
she  had  it  in  her  to  go  back  to  the  same 
life.  It  was  a  humiliating  fact,  but 
it  stared  her  in  the  face,  that  experience 
had  shown  her  a  creature  for  a  man  to 
be  afraid  of.  Derek  Pruyn  had  seen  her 
subdued  by  circumstances,  as  the  pan¬ 
ther  is  subdued  by  famine;  but  it  was 
not  yet  proved  that  the  savage,  preying 
thing  was  tamed. 

There  was  only  one  force  that  would 
tame  her;  but  there  was  that  force,  and 
Diane  knew  that  she  had  submitted  to 


its  domination.  Erom  weeks  of  tortuous 
self-examination  she  emerged  into  this 
knowledge,  as  one  comes  out  of  a  laby¬ 
rinthine  cavern  into  sunshine.  Even  here 
in  the  open,  however,  there  was  a  problem 
still  to  solve.  Could  she  marry  the  man 
who  had  never  told  her  that  he  loved 
her,  even  though  she  herself  loved  him? 
Had  she  the  power  to  give  herself  with¬ 
out  stint,  while  asking  of  him  only  what 
he  chose  to  offer  her?  Would  she,  who 
had  made  men  serve  her,  with  little  more 
than  smiles  for  their  reward,  be  content  to 
serve  in  her  own  turn,  getting  nothing 
but  a  half  loaf  for  her  heart’s  sustenance  ? 
She  asked  herself  these  questions,  but  put 
off  answering  them — waiting  for  him  to 
force  decision  on  her. 

So  the  rest  of  the  winter  passed,  and, 
by  the  time  Derek  came  back,  the  hya¬ 
cinths  were  fading  from  the  gardens  and 
parks,  and  the  tulips  were  coming  into 
bloom.  To  both  Diane  and  Dorothea 
spring  was  bringing  a  new  motive  for 
looking  forward,  together  with  a  new 
comprehension  of  the  human  heart’s  ca¬ 
pacity  for  joy. 

Perhaps  no  day  of  their  patient  wait¬ 
ing  was  so  long  in  passing  as  that  on 
which  it  was  announced  to  them  that 
Derek  Pruyn  had  landed  that  afternoon. 
He  had  sent  word  that  he  could  not 
come  home  at  once,  as  business  required 
his  immediate  presence  at  the  office. 
Having  already  exhausted  their  ingenu¬ 
ity  in  adorning  the  house,  and  putting 
everything  he  could  possibly  want  in  the 
place  where  he  could  most  easily  find 
it,  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  sit 
through  the  long  hours  in  an  impatience 
which  even  Diane  found  it  difficult  to 
disguise.  The  visits  of  the  postman  were 
welcomed  as  affording  the  additional  task 
of  arranging  Derek’s  letters  on  the  desk, 
in  the  small  book-lined  room,  specially 
devoted  to  his  use ;  and  when,  in  the 
evening,  a  cablegram  arrived,  Diane 
herself  propped  it  in  a  conspicuous 
place,  with  a  tiny  silver  dagger,  for 
opening  the  envelope,  beside  it.  The 
act,  with  its  suggestion  of  intimate  life, 
gave  her  a  stealthy  pleasure ;  and  when 
Dorothea  glided  in  and  caught  her  sit¬ 
ting  in  Derek’s  own  chair  at  the  desk, 
she  blushed  like  a  schoolgirl  detected  in 
a  crime.  It  was  perhaps  this  acknowl¬ 
edgment  of  weakness  that  enabled  Doro- 
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thea  to  speak  out,  and  say  what  had  been 
for  some  time  on  her  mind. 

“  Diane,”  she  asked,  dropping  among 
the  cushions  of  a  divan,  “  are  you  going 
to  marry  father  ?" 

Diane  felt  the  color  receding  from  her 
face  as  suddenly  as  it  had  come,  while  she 
gained  time  in  which  to  collect  her  aston¬ 
ished  wits  by  putting  the  silver  dagger 
down  beside  the  telegram  with  needless 
exactitude,  before  attempting  a  response. 

“  Do  you  remember  what  Sir  W alter 
Scott  said,  in  the  days  when  the  author¬ 
ship  of  Waverley  was  still  a  secret,  to 
the  indiscreet  people  who  asked  him  if 
he  had  written  it?  ‘  No/  he  answered; 

‘  but  if  I  had  1  should  give  you  the 
same  reply. ;  ” 

“  That  means,  I  suppose,  that  you 
don’t  want  to  tell  me?” 

“  It  might  be  taken  to  imply  something 
of  the  sort.” 

“  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  suppose  it 
would  be  more  delicate  on  my  part  not 
to  ask  you.” 

“  I  won’t  attempt  to  contradict  you 
there.” 

“  I  shouldn’t  do  it  if  I  didn’t  wish 
you  vjere  going  to  marry  him.  I’ve 
wanted  it  a  long  time;  but  I  want  it 
more  than  ever  now." 

“  Whv  more  than  ever  now?” 

«/ 

“  Because  I  expect  to  be  married  be¬ 
fore  very  long  myself." 

“  May  I  venture  to  inquire  to  which 
of  the  many — ” 

“To  none  of  the  many.  There’s  never, 
really,  been  more  than  one." 

“  And  his  name —  ?" 

“Is  Carl  Wappinger.” 

“  Oh,  Dorothea !” 

“  That’s  just  it.  That’s  why  I  want 
you  to  marry  father.  I  want  to  put  a 
stop  to  the  ‘  Oh.  Dorotheas !’  and  you’re 
the  only  person  in  the  world  who  can  help 
me  do  it.” 

“  Bv—  ?” 

xJ 

“  I  don’t  have  to  tell  you  that.  It’s 
one  of  the  reasons  why  I  rely  on  you  so 
thoroughly,  that  you  always  know  ex¬ 
actly  what  to  do  without  having  to  re¬ 
ceive  suggestions.  I  put  myself  in  your 
hands  entirely.” 

“You  mean  that  you’re  going  to  marry 
a  man  to  whom  your  father  will  be  bit¬ 
terly  opposed,  and  you  expect  me  to  win 
his  joyful  benediction.” 


“  That’s  about  it,”  Dorothea  sighed, 
from  the  depth  of  her  cushions. 

“  Of  course,  I  must  be  grateful  to  you, 
dear,  for  this  display  of  confidence;  but 
you  won’t  be  surprised  if  I  find  it 
rather  overwhelming.” 

“  I  shall  be  very  much  surprised,  in¬ 
deed.  I’ve  never  seen  you  find  any¬ 
thing  overwhelming  yet ;  and  you’ve 
been  put  in  some  difficult,  situations. 
You  only  have  to  live  things  in  order 
to  make  other  people  take  them  for 
granted.  You’ve  never  done  anything 
to  specially  please  father,  and  yet  he 
listens  to  you  as  if  you  were  an  oracle. 
It’s  the  same  way  with  me.  If  any 
one  had  told  me  two  years  ago  that  I 
should  ever  come  to  praying  for  a  step¬ 
mother  I  should  have  thought  them  crazy ; 
and  yet  I  have  come  to  it,  just  because 
it’s  you.” 

After  that  speech  it  was  not  unnatural 
that  Diane  should  go  and  sit  on  the  di¬ 
van  beside  Dorothea,  for  an  exchange  of 
such  confidences  as  could  not  be  conve¬ 
niently  made  from  a  distance  Diane 
heard  how  it  was  that  Dorothea’s  heart, 
after  two  years  of  hesitation,  had  spoken 
definitely  in  favor  of  Carl  Wappinger, 
while  she  was  furnished  with  a  list  of 
arguments,  proving  conclusively  his  eli¬ 
gibility  over  all  other  candidates  for  her 
hand.  If  Diane  admitted  anything  on 
her  own  part,  it  was  by  implication  rath¬ 
er  than  by  direct  assertion,  and  though 
she  did  not  promise  in  words  to  come  to 
the  aid  of  the  youthful  lovers,  she  al¬ 
lowed  the  possibility  that  she  would  do 
so  to  be  assumed. 

So,  in  soft,  whispered,  broken  confes¬ 
sions  the  evening  slipped  away  more 
rapidly  than  the  day  had  done,  and  by 
ten  o’clock  they  knew  he  must  be  near. 
The  last  touch  of  welcome  came  when 
they  passed  from  room  to  room,  lighting 
up  the  big  house  in  cheerful  readiness 
for  its  lord’s  inspection.  When  all  was 
done  Dorothea  stationed  herself  at  a 
window  near  the  street,  while  Diane, 
with  a  curious  shrinking  from  what  she 
had  to  face,  took  her  seat  in  the  remotest 
and  obscurest  corner  in  the  more  distant 
of  the  two  drawing-rooms.  When  the 
sound  of  wheels,  followed  by  a  loud  ring 
at  the  bell,  told  her  that  he  was  actually 
at  the  door,  she  felt  faint  from  the  vio¬ 
lence  of  her  heart’s  beating. 


DIANE  PROPPED  THE  CABLEGRAM  IN  A  CONSPICUOUS  PLACE 


“  LE  ROI  EST  MORT— VIVE  LE  ROI!” 


Dorothea  danced  into  the  hall,  with  a 
cry  and  a  laugh  which  were  stifled  in  her 
father’s  embrace.  Diane  rose  instinct¬ 
ively,  waiting  humbly  and  silently  where 
she  stood.  At  their  parting  she  had  torn 
herself,  weeping  and  protesting,  from  his 
arms;  but  when  he  came  in  to  find  her 
now,  he  would  see  that  she  had  yielded. 
The  door  was  half  open  through  which 
he  was  to  pass — never  again  to  leave  her! 

“  Diane  is  in  there.” 

It  was  Dorothea’s  voice  that  spoke,  but 
the  reply  reached  the  far  drawing-room 
only  as  a  murmur  of  deep,  inarticu¬ 
late  bass. 

“  What’s  the  matter,  father  ?” 

Dorothea’s  clear  voice  rose  above  the 
noise  of  servants  moving  articles  of  lug¬ 
gage  in  the  hall;  but  again  Diane  heard 
nothing  beyond  a  confused  muttering  in 
answer.  She  wondered  that  he  did  not 
come  to  her  at  once,  though  she  supposed 
there  was  some  slight  prosaic  reason  to 
prevent  his  doing  so. 

“  Father,”  Dorothea’s  voice  came  again 
— this  time  with  a  distinct  note  of  anxi¬ 
ety — “  father,  you  don’t  look  well.  Your 
eyes  are  bloodshot.” 

“  I’m  quite  well,  thank  you,”  was  the 
curt  reply,  this  time  perfectly  audible 
to  Diane’s  ears.  “  Simmons,  you  fool, 
don’t  leave  those  steamer  rugs  down  here.” 
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Diane  had  never  heard  him  speak  so 
to  a  servant,  and  she  knew  that  some¬ 
thing  had  gone  amiss.  Perhaps  he 
was  annoyed  that  she  had  not  come 
to  greet  him.  Perhaps  it  was  one  of 
the  duties  of  her  position  to  receive 
him  at  the  door.  She  had  known  him 
to  give  way  occasionally  to  bursts  of 
anger,  in  which  a  word  from  herself 
had  soothed  him.  Leaving  her  place 
in  the  corner,  she  was  hurrying  to  the 
hall,  when  again  Dorothea’s  voice  ar¬ 
rested  her. 

“  Aren’t  you  going  in  to  see  Diane  ?” 

“  No.” 

From  where  she  stood,  just  within  the 
door,  Diane  knew  that  he  had  flung  the 
word  over  his  shoulder,  as  he  went  up 
the  hall  towards  the  stairway.  He  was 
going  to  his  room  without  speaking 
to  her.  For  an  instant  she  stood  still 
from  consternation,  but  it  was  in  emer¬ 
gencies  like  this  that  her  spirit  rose. 
Without  further  hesitation  she  passed 
out  into  the  hall,  just  as  Derek  Pruyn 
turned  at  the  bend  in  the  staircase, 
on  his  way  upwards.  For  a  brief 
second,  as,  standing  below,  she  lifted 
her  eyes  to  his  in  questioning,  their 
glances  met;  but,  on  his  part,  it  was 
without  recognition. 

[to  be  continued.] 


“Le  Roi  est  Mort— Vive  le  Roi!” 


BY  CHARLOTTE  LOUISE  RUDYARD 


THROUGHOUT  the  city  shouts  of  tribute  ring, 

Thronged  are  the  streets  with  all  the  pageant  mass; 
And  this  the  cry  of  them  that  jostling  pass — 

“  The  King  is  dead — 

Long  live,  long  'live  the  King!” 

Room  for  a  voice  where  one-time  love  doth  cling! 

Prest  in  the  close  crowd,  yet  remote  with  death, 

One  draws  the  garment  of  her  soul  and  saith, 

“  The  King  is  dead — 

Is  dead — long  live  the  King!” 


“  Pericles” 


BY  THEODORE  WATTS-DUNTON 


OF  all  the  Shakespearian  plays, 
whether  wholly  or  only  partially 
written  by  Shakespeare,  Pericles , 
it  would  seem,  was  the  greatest  favorite, 
especially  with  the  unscholarly  playgoer. 
Its  popularity  was  a  proverb  arousing 
the  jealous  anger  of  other  writers  whose 
scholarly  equipment  failed  to  win  the 
groundlings,  while  this  much-admired 
play  seemed  inexhaustible  in  its  popular 
appeal.  And  this  popularity  did  not  end 
with  Shakespeare’s  death,  but  went  on 
increasing,  as  will  be  seen  by  readers 
of  Ben  Jonson’s  ode, 

Come  leave  the  loathed  stage — 

where  he  jibes  at, 

Some  mouldy  tale 
Like  Pericles. 

And  why  this  extraordinary  popularity? 
Can  it  be  explained  ?  I  think  it  can. 

Whatsoever  share  Shakespeare  took  in 
Pericles — and  that  he  took  the  lion’s 
share  no  one  can  for  a  moment  doubt — 
the  play  is  one  of  special  and  peculiar 
interest  to  any  one  who  has  studied  the 
laws  of  cause  and  effect  in  imaginative 
art,  especially  to  him  who  has  studied 
romantic  drama  in  relation  to  classic 
drama.  Not  Hamlet  itself  is  a  more 
striking  example  of  the  romantic  attitude 
towards  man  and  the  universe  as  con¬ 
trasted  with  the  attitude  of  the  Greeks. 
Not  Hamlet  itself  is  a  more  striking 
illustration  of  the  way  in  which  the 
modern  imagination  dispenses  with  the 
power  which  in  the  old  world  had  domi¬ 
nated  gods  and  men  —  Destiny.  Not 
Hamlet  itself  presents  a  more  daring 
picture,  sometimes  pathetic  and  some¬ 
times  grotesque,  of  man’s  chance-medley 
life  in  a  universe  which  is  itself  chance- 
medley,  or,  in  certain  moods,  appears  to 
be  so.  Again,  no  play  is  more  full  of  the 
Elizabethan  temper  of  wonder  which  died 
out  with  James  the  First,  was  buried  for 
a  century,  and  then  revived  and  lived 


vigorously  until,  in  the  latest  decade  of 
the  nineteenth  century,  it  yielded  place 
for  a  time  to  that  cynical  attitude  in 
confronting  the  mysterious  destiny  of 
man  which  has  always  been  the  note  of 
a  decadent  literature.  I  say  for  a  time, 
— but  will  the  century  now  opening 
leave  this  decadent  temper  behind  when 
it  comes  to  think  for  itself? 

In  Pericles  life  is  represented  as  en¬ 
tirely  a  chance-medley,  much  more  so 
than  in  Hamlet ,  for  there  the  accidents 
are  in  great  measure  the  outcome  of 
character.  In  order  that  the  reader  may 
understand  my  meaning,  I  shall  have  to 
remind  him  what  the  story  of  Pericles — 
which  came  to  the  English  dramatist 
through  many  and  various  sources — 
really  is. 

Antiochus,  King  of  Antioch,  having 
determined  that  his  daughter  should 
never  be  married,  sentenced  all  suitors 
to  death  who  failed  to  expound  a  cer¬ 
tain  riddle  of  his  own  invention — a  riddle 
quite  dull  enough  to  have  been  invented 
by  any  king  whatsoever. 

Notwithstanding  the  dreadful  risk  in¬ 
curred  by  each  aspirant,  the  charms  of 
the  daughter  of  Antiochus — charms  both 
of  body  and  mind — were  so  irresistible 
that  they  drew  many  a  rash  adventurer 
to  his  doom,  as  to  each  would-be  wooer 
the  riddle  was  recited. 

At  length  appeared  a  suitor  who  ex¬ 
pounded  the  riddle.  This  was  Pericles, 
Prince  of  Tyre.  The  treacherous  An¬ 
tiochus,  however,  still  determined  to  pre¬ 
vent  his  daughter’s  marriage,  at  once  set 
to  work  to  procure  his  assassination. 
Pericles,  having  become  apprised  of  the 
tyrant’s  treachery,  took  means  to  avoid 
the  peril,  and  with  the  hope  of  saving 
his  own  kingdom  from  invasion  he  tied 
from  it,  leaving  his  country  in  charge 
of  his  minister  Helicanus.  He  reached 
Tharsus.  There  it  chanced  that  he  ar¬ 
rived  at  an  opportune  moment.  A  famine 
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CHAPTER  XI 

ALF  an  hour  after  Derek’s  re¬ 

turn,  Diane  was  summoned  into 
his  presence  in  the  little  room 
where  she  had  arranged  his  letters  in 
the  afternoon.  The  door  was  stand¬ 
ing  open,  and  she  went  in  slowly,  her 
head  high.  She  was  dressed  as  when 
she  had  parted  from  him ;  and  the  white¬ 
ness  of  her  neck  and  shoulders,  free 
from  jewels,  collar,  or  chain,  was  the 

more  brilliant  from  contrast  with  the 

severe  line  of  black.  In  her  pale  face 
all  expression  was  focussed  into  the 

pained  inquiry  of  her  eyes.  If  she  be¬ 
trayed  any  sign  of  trepidation  it  was  in 
the  nervous  twisting  of  her  fingers,  as 
her  hands  hung  clasped  before  her. 

She  entered  so  silently  that  he  did  not 
hear  her,  or  lift  his  head  from  the  hand 
on  which  it  leaned  wearily,  as  he  rested 
his  elbow  on  the  desk.  Pausing  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  she  had  time  to  no¬ 
tice  that  he  had  opened  a  few  of  the 
letters  lying  before  him,  but  had  thrust 
them  impatiently  from  him,  evidently 
unread.  The  cablegram  she  had  laid 
where  his  glance  would  immediately 
fall  upon  it  was  between  his  fingers, 
but  the  envelope  was  unbroken.  His  at¬ 
titude  was  so  much  that  of  a  man  tired 
and  dispirited  that  her  heart  went  out 
to  him. 

It  was  perhaps  the  involuntary  sigh 
that  broke  from  her  lips  that  caused 
him  to  look-  up.  When  he  did  so  his 
eyes  fixed  themselves  on  her  with  a  dazed 
stare,  as  though  he  wondered  from 
whence  and  for  what  she  had  come. 
In  the  eager  attention  with  which  she 
regarded  him  she  noted  subconscious¬ 
ly  that  he  was  unshaven  and  ill-kempt, 
and  that  his  eyes,  as  Dorothea  had  said, 
were  bloodshot. 

lie  dragged  himself  to  his  feet,  and 
with  forced  courtesy  asked  her  to  sit 
down.  She  allowed  herself  to  sink 
mechanically  to  the  edge  of  the  divan 


where,  only  an  hour  ago,  Dorothea  and 
she  had  exchanged  happy  confidences. 
In  the  minutes  of  silence  that  fol¬ 
lowed,  when  he  had  resumed  his  own 
seat,  she  felt  as  if  she  were  in  some 
queer  nightmare,  where  nothing  could 
be  explained. 

u  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  young  French 
explorer  named  Persigny?” 

She  nodded,  without  speaking.  The 
irrelevancy  of  the  question  was  in  keep¬ 
ing  with  the  odd  horror  of  the  dream. 

“  Did  you  know  he  was  exploring 
in  Brazil?” 

“  I  think  I  may  have  heard  so.” 

“  He  came  up  from  Rio  with  me — on 
the  same  steamer.” 

She  listened,  with  eyes  fixed  fast  upon 
him,  wondering  what  he  meant. 

“  He  wasn’t  alone,”  Derek  went  on, 
speaking  in  a  lifeless  monotone.  “  There 
were  others  of  his  party  with  him. 
There  was  one,  especially,  with  whom 
I  became  on  terms  that  were  almost 
— intimate.” 

For  the  first  time  it  occurred  to  her 
tnat  he  was  trying  to  see  through  her 
thoughts ;  but  in  her  bewilderment  at  his 
words,  she  met  his  gaze  steadily. 

“  There  was  something  about  this 
young  man  that  attracted  me,”  he  con¬ 
tinued,  in  the  same  dull  voice,  “  and  1 
listened  to  his  troubles.  In  particular  he 
told  me  why  he  had  fled  from  Paris,  to 
hide  himself  in  the  forests  of  the  Ama¬ 
zon.  Shall  I  tell  you  the  reason?” 

“  If  you  like.” 

“  It  was  an  old  story ;  in  some  respects 
a  vulgar  story.  He  had  got  into  'the  toils 
of  an  unscrupulous  woman.” 

Her  sudden  perception  of  what  he  was 
leading  up  to  forced  her  into  a  little  in¬ 
voluntary  movement. 

“  I  see  you  understand,”  he  said,  quick¬ 
ly,  with  the  glimmer  of  a  smile.  u  I 
thought  you  would ;  for,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  much  of  what  he  said  brought  back 
our  conversation  on  the  night  before  T 
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sailed.  There  was  not  a  little  in  it  that 
was  mystery  to  me  at  the  time,  which 
he — illumined.” 

She  sat  with  lips  parted  and  bosom 
heaving,  her  hands  clasped  tightly  in  her 
lap.  If  she  was  conscious  of  any  sensa¬ 
tion,  it  was  of  terrible  curiosity  to  know 
how  the  tale  was  to  be  turned. 

“  What  you  said  to  me  then,”  he  pur¬ 
sued  in  the  same  cruel  quietness  of  tone 
— “  what  you  said  to  me  then,  as  to  the 
influence  of  a  bad  woman  in  a  man’s 
life,  seemed  to  me — what  shall  I  say? — 
not  precisely  exaggerated,  but  somewhat 
overwrought.  I  didn’t  know  it  could  be 
so  true  to  the  actual  facts  of  experience. 
My  friend’s  words  at  times  were  almost 
an  echo  of  your  own.  He  had  been  the 
lover  of  a  woman — ” 

Once  more  she  started,  raising  her 
hand  in  silent  protest  against  the  words. 

“He — had — been — the — lover  —  of — a 
woman,”  he  repeated,  with  slow  empha¬ 
sis,  “  who,  after  having  ruined  her  hus¬ 
band’s  life,  was  preparing  to  ruin  his. 
She  would  have  ruined  his  as  she  had 
ruined  the  lives  of  other  men  before  him. 
When  he  endeavored  to  elude  her  she 
set  on  her  husband  to  call  him  out. 
There  was  a  duel — or  the  semblance  of  a 
duel.  My  friend  fired  into  the  air.  The 
poor  devil  of  a  husband  shot  himself. 
It  appears  that  he  had  every  reason  for 
doing  so.” 

“  My  husband  didn’t  shoot  himself.” 

“Your  husband?”  he  asked,  with  an 
ironical  lifting  of  the  eyebrows.  “  What 
makes  you  think  I’ve  been  speaking 
of  him?” 

“  The  man  whom  you  call  your  friend 
is  the  Marquis  de  Bienville — ” 

“  He  didn’t  mention  your  name ;  but  I 
see  you’re  able  to  tell  me  his.  It’s  what 
I  was  afraid  of.  I’ve  repeated  only  a 
very  little  of  what  he  said;  but  since  you 
recognize  its  truth  already,  it  isn’t  nec¬ 
essary  to  continue.” 

She  passed  her  hand  over  her  fore¬ 
head,  with  the  gesture  of  one  trying  des¬ 
perately  to  see  aright. 

“  I  must  ask  you  to  tell  me  plainly : 
Was  I  the  —  the  unscrupulous  woman 
into  whose  toils  Monsieur  de  Bienville 
fell  ?” 

“  He  didn’t  say  so.” 

“  Then  why — why  have  you  spoken  of 
this  to  me?” 


“  Because  what  I  heard  from  him  fit¬ 
ted  in  so  exactly  with  what  I  had  heard 
from  you  that  it  made  an  entire  story. 
It  was  like  the  two  parts  of  a  puzzle. 
The  one  without  the  other  is  incomplete 
and  perplexing;  but  having  both  you  can 
see  the  perfect  whole.  I  will  be  frank 
enough  to  tell  you  that  many  of  your 
sayings  were  dark  to  me  until  I  had  his 
1o  lend  them  light.” 

“  Would  it  be  of  any  use  to  say  that 
what  he  told  you  wasn’t  true?” 

“  I  don’t  know  that  it  would  be  of  any 
use  to  say  it,  unless  it  could  be  proved.” 

“  Did  you  ask  him  to  give  you  proof  ?” 

“No;  because  you  had  already  pro¬ 
vided  me  with  that.” 

“  How  ?” 

“  Surely  you  must  remember  telling 
me  that  you  had  ruined  one  rich  man, 
and  might  ruin  another :  that  no  man 
could  cope  with  a  woman  such  as  you 
were  two  or  three  years  ago.  There  were 
these  things — there  were  other  things — 
many  other  things — ” 

“  And  that’s  what  you  understood 
from  them  ?” 

“  I  understood  nothing  whatever.  If 
I  thought  of  such  words  at  all,  it  was 
to  attribute  them  to  a  morbid  '  sensi¬ 
bility.  It  wasn’t  until  I  got  their  in¬ 
terpretation  that  they  came  back  to  me. 
It  wasn’t  until  I  had  met  some  one  who 
knew  you  before  I  did,  and  better  than 
I  did—” 

“  It  wasn’t  till  then  that  you  thought 
of  me  what  no  man  ever  thinks  of  a 
woman  until  he  is  ready  to  trample  her 
in  the  mire,  under  his  feet.” 

Straightening  himself  up,  as  a  man 
who  defends  his  position,  he  took  an  ar¬ 
gumentative  tone. 

“  What  motive  would  Bienville  have  for 
lying  ?  —  to  a  stranger  ?  —  ;  nd  about  a 
stranger?  There  are  moments  when  you 
know  a  man  is  telling  you  the  truth,  as 
if  he  were  in  the  confessional.  He  wasn’t 
speaking  of  you,  but  of  himself.  Not 
only  were  no  names  mentioned,  but  he 
had  no  reason  to  think  I  had  ever  he-ard 
of  the  woman  he  talked  to  me  about, 
nor  has  he  yet.  If  it  hadn’t  been  for 
your  own  half -hints,  your  own  half- 
confessions,  I  doubt  if  I  should  ever 
have  had  more  than  a  suspicion  of — of 
— the  truth.” 

“  I  could  have  explained  everything,” 
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she  said,  with  a  break  in  her  voice.  “  I’ve 
never  concealed  from  you  the  fact  that 
there  was  a  time  in  my  life  when  I  was 
very  indiscreet.  I  lived  like  the  women 
of  fashion  around  me.  I  was  inconsid¬ 
erate  of  other  people.  I  did  things  that 
were  wrong.  But  before  I  knew  you  I 
had  repented  of  them.” 

“Quite  so;  but,  unfortunately,  what 
is  conventionally  known  as  a  repentant 
woman  is  not  the  sort  of  person  I  would 
have  chosen  to  be  near  my  child.” 

She  rose,  wearily,  dragging  herself  to¬ 
ward  the  desk.  “  Now  that  I’ve  heard 
your  opinion  of  me,”  she  said,  quietly,  “  I 
suppose  you  have  no  reason  for  detaining 
me  any  longer.” 

“  Are  you  going  away  ?”  he  asked, 
sharply. 

“  What  else  is  there  for  me  to  do  ?” 

“  Have  you  nothing  to  say  in  your 
own  defence?” 

“  You  haven’t  asked  me  to  say  any¬ 
thing.  You’ve  tried  and  condemned  me 
unheard.  Since  you  adopt  that  method 
of  justice  I’m  forced  to  abide  by  it.  I’m 
not  like  a  person  who  has  rights  or  who 
can  claim  protection  from  any  outside 
authority.  You’re  not  only  judge  and 
jury  to  me,  but  my  final  court  of  appeal. 
I  must  take  what  you  mete  out  to  me — 
and  bear  it.” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  be  hard  on  you,” 
he  groaned. 

“No;  I  can  believe  that.  I  dare  say 
the  situation  is  just  as  cruel  for  you  as 
for  me.  When  circumstances  become  so 
entangled  that  you  can’t  explain  them, 
everybody  has  to  suffer.” 

“  I'm  glad  you  can  do  me  that  jus¬ 
tice.  My  life  for  the  past  week — ever 
since  Bienville  began  to  talk  to  me — has 
been  hell.” 

“  I’m  sorry  for  that.  I’m  sorry  to  have 
brought  it  on  you.  I’m  afraid,  too,  that 
the  future  may  be  harder  for  you  still; 
for  no  man  can  do  a  woman  such  wrong 
as  you’re  doing  me,  and  not  pay  for  it.” 

“  Wrong?  Can  you  honestly  say  I’m 
doing  you  wrong,  Diane?  Isn’t  it  true — 
you’ll  pardon  me  if  I  put  my  ques¬ 
tions  bluntly,  the  circumstances  don’t 
permit  of  sparing  either  your  feelings 
or  my  own — isn’t  it  true  that  for  two 
or  three  years  before  your  husband’s 
death,  your  name  in  Paris  was  nothing 
short  of  a  byword  ?” 


“I’m  not  sure  of  what  you  mean  by  a 
byword.  I  acknowledge  that  I  braved 
public  opinion,  and  that  much  ill  was  said 
of  me — often,  more  than  I  deserved.” 

“  Isn’t  it  true  that  your  name  was  con¬ 
nected  with  that  of  a  man  called  La- 
lanne,  and  that  he  was  killed  in  a  duel, 
on  your  account  ?” 

“  It’s  true  that  Monsieur  Lalanne 
made  love  to  me ;  it’s  also  true  that  he 
was  killed  in  a  duel ;  but  it’s  not  true 
that  it  was  on  my  account.  The  in¬ 
stance  is  an  excellent  illustration  of 
the  degree  to  which  the  true  and  the 
false  are  mixed  in  Parisian  gossip — per¬ 
haps  in  all  gossip — and  a  woman’s  repu¬ 
tation  blasted.  Unhappily  for  me,  I  felt 
myself  young  and  strong  enough  to  be 
indifferent  to  reputation.  I  treated  it 
with  the  neglect  one  often  bestows  upon 
one’s  health  —  not  thinking  that  there 
would  come  a  day  of  reckoning.” 

“  If  there  had  been  only  one  such  case 
it  might  have  been  allowed  to  pass ;  but 
what  do  you  say  of  de  Cretteville  ?  what  of 
de  Melcourt?  what  of  Lord  Wendover?” 

“  I  have  nothing  to  say  but  this :  that 
for  such  scandal  I’ve  a  rule,  from  which 
I  have  no  intention  of  departing  even 
now:  I  neither  tell  it,  nor  listen  to  it, 
nor  contradict  it.  If  it  pleases  the  Mar¬ 
quis  de  Bienville  to  repeat  it,  and  you 
to  give  it  credence,  I  can’t  stoop  to  cor¬ 
rect  it,  even  in  my  own  defence.” 

“  God  knows  I’m  not  delving  into 
scandal,  Diane.  If  I  bring  up  these  mis¬ 
erable  names  it’s  only  that  you  may  have 
the  opportunity  to  right  yoursef.” 

“  It’s  an  opportunity  impossible  for 
me  to  use.  If  I  were  to  attempt  to  un¬ 
ravel  the  strand  of  truth  from  the  web 
of  falsehood,  it  would  end  in  your  con¬ 
demning  me  the  more.  The  canons  of 
conduct  in  France  are  so  different  from 
those  in  America  that  what  is  permis¬ 
sible  in  one  country  is  heinous  in  the 
other.  In  the  same  way  that  your  young 
girls  shock  our  conceptions  of  propriety, 
our  married  women  shock  yours.  It 
would  be  useless  to  defend  myself  in 
your  eyes,  because  I  should  be  appealing 
to  a  standard  to  which  I  was  never 
taught  to  conform.” 

“  I  thought  I  had  taken  that  into  con¬ 
sideration.  I’m  not  entirely  ignorant  of 
the  conditions  under  which  you’ve  lived, 
and  I  meant  to  have  allowed  for  them 
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But  isn’t  it  true  that  you  exceeded  the 
very  wide  latitude  recognized  by  public 
opinion,  even  in  a  place  like  Paris?” 

“  I  didn’t  take  public  opinion  into  ac¬ 
count.  I  was  reckless  of  its  injustice, 
as  I  was  careless  of  its  applause.  I  see 
now,  however,  that  indifference  to  either 
brings  its  punishment.” 

“  Those  are  abstract  ideas,  and  I’m  try¬ 
ing  to  deal  with  concrete  facts.  Isn’t  it 
true  that  George  Eveleth  was  a  rich  man 
when  you  married  him,  and  that  your 
extravagance  ruined  him?” 

“  It  helped  to  ruin  him.  I  plead 
guilty  to  that.  I*  had  no  knowledge  of 
the  value  of  money;  but  I  don’t  offer 
that  as  an  excuse.” 

“  Isn’t  it  true  that  the  Marquis  de 
Bienville  was  your  lover,  and  that  you 
were  thinking  of  deserting  your  husband 
to  go  with  him  ?” 

“  It’s  true  that  the  Marquis  de  Bien¬ 
ville  asked  me  to  do  so,  and  that  I  was 
rash  enough  to  turn  him  into  ridicule. 
I  shouldn’t  have  done  it  if  I  had  known 
that  there  was  a  man  in  the  world  capable 
of  taking  such  a  revenge  upon  a  woman 
as  he  took  on  me.” 

“  What  revenge  ?” 

“  The  revenge  you’re  executing  at  this 
minute.  He  said — what  very  few  men, 
thank  God,  will  say  of  a  woman,  even 
when  it’s  true,  and  what  it  takes  a  das¬ 
tard  to  say  when  it’s  not  true.  Even  in 
the  case  of  the  fallen  woman  there’s  a 
chivalrous  human  pity  that  protects  her; 
while  there’s  something  more  than  that 
due  to  the  most  foolish  of  our  sex  who 
has  not  fallen.  I  took  it  for  granted  that, 
at  the  worst,  I  could  count  on  that,  until 
I  met  your  friend.  His  cup  of  vengeance 
will  be  full  when  he  learns  that  he  has 
given  you  the  power  to  insult  me.” 

“  I  don’t  mean  to  insult  you,”  he  said, 
in  a  dogged  voice,  “  but  I  mean,  if  pos¬ 
sible,  to  know  the  truth.” 

“  I’m  not  concealing  it.  I’m  ready  to 
tell  you  anything.” 

“  Then,  tell  me  this :  isn’t  it  the  case 
that  when  George  Eveleth  discovered 
your  relations  with  Bienville,  he  chal¬ 
lenged  him?” 

“  It’s  the  case  that  he  challenged  him, 
not  because  of  what  he  discovered,  but 
of  what  Monsieur  de  Bienville  said.” 

“  At  their  encounter  didn’t  Bienville 
fire  into  the  air — ?” 


“  I’ve  never  heard  so.” 

“  And  didn’t  George  Eveleth  fall  from 
a  self-inflicted  shot  ?” 

“No.  He  died  at  the  hand  of  the 
Marquis  de  Bienville.” 

“  So  you  told  me  once  before — though 
you  didn’t  tell  me  the  man’s  name.  But, 
Diane,  aren’t  you  convinced  in  your 
heart  that  George  Eveleth  knew  that 
which  made  his  life  no  longer  worth 
the  living?” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  he  knew  some¬ 
thing — about  me?” 

“Yes;  about  you.” 

“  That’s  the  most  cruel  charge  Mon¬ 
sieur  de  Bienville  has  invented  yet.” 

“  Suppose  he  didn’t  invent  it?  Sup¬ 
pose  it  was  a  fact?” 

“  Have  you  any  purpose  in  subjecting 
me  to  this  needless  torture?” 

“  I  have  a  purpose,  and  I’m  sorry  if  it 
involves  torture;  but  I  assure  you  it  isn’t 
needless.  I  must  get  to  the  bottom  of 
this  thing.  I’ve  asked  you  to  marry  me; 
and  I  must  know  if  my  future  wife — ” 

“  But  I’m  not — your  future  wife.” 

“  That  remains  to  be  seen.  I  can  come 
to  no  decision — ” 

“  But  I  can.” 

“  That  must  wait.  The  point  before 
us  is  this:  Did,  or  did  not,  George  Eve¬ 
leth  kill  himself?” 

“He  did  not.” 

“  You  must  understand  that  it  would 
prove  nothing  if  he  did.” 

“  It  would  prove,  or  go  far  to  prove, 
what  you  said  just  now — that  I  had  made 
his  life  not  worth  the  living.” 

“  His  money  troubles  may  have  count¬ 
ed  for  something  in  that.  What  it  would 
do  is  this :  it  would  help  to  corroborate 
Bienville’s  word  against — yours.” 

“  Fortunately  there  are  means  of  prov¬ 
ing  that  I’m  right.  I  can’t  tell  you  ex¬ 
actly  what  they  are;  but  I  know  that,  in 
France,  when  people  die  the  registers  tell 
just  what  they  died  of.” 

“  I’ve  already  sent  for  the  necessary 
information.  I’ve  done  even  more  than 
that.  I  couldn’t  wait  for  the  slow  proc¬ 
ess  of  the  mails.  I  cabled  this  morning 
to  Grimston,  one  of  my  Paris  partners, 
to  wire  me  the  cause  of  George  Eve- 
leth’s  death,  as  officially  registered.  This 
is  his  reply.” 

He  held  up  the  envelope  Diane  had 
placed  on  the  desk  earlier  in  the  evening. 
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“  Why  don’t  you  open  it  ?”  she  asked 
in  a  whisper  of  suspense. 

“  I’ve  been  afraid  to.  I’ve  been  afraid 
that  it  would  prove  him  right  in  the  one 
detail  in  which  I’m  able  to  put  his  word 
to  the  test.  I’ve  been  hoping  against 
hope  that  you  would  clear  yourself ;  but 
if  this  is  in  his  favor — ” 

“  Open  it,”  she  pleaded. 

With  the  silver  dagger  she  had  laid 
ready  to  his  hand  he  ripped  up  the  en¬ 
velope,  and  drew  out  the  paper. 

“  Read  it,”  he  said,  passing  it  to  her, 
without  unfolding  it. 

Though  it  contained  but  one  word,  Di¬ 
ane  took  a  long  time  to  decipher  it.  For 
minutes  she  stared  at  it,  as  though  the 
power  of  comprehension  had  forsaken 
her.  Again  and  again  she  lifted  her  eyes 
to  his,  in  sheer  bewilderment,  only  to 
drop  them  then  once  more  on  the  all 
but  blank  sheet  in  her  hand.  At  last  it 
seemed  as  if  her  fingers  had  no  more 
strength  to  hold  it,  and  she  let  it  flutter 
to  the  floor. 

“  He  was  right  ?” 

The  question  came  in  a  hoarse  under¬ 
tone,  but  Diane  had  no  voice  in  which 
to  reply.  She  could  only  nod  her  head 
in  dumb  assent;  and  then,  with  the  hur¬ 
ried  glance  of  the  animal  which  knows 
that  there  is  nothing  left  for  it  but  to 
flee,  she  turned,  and  walked  swiftly  from 
the  room. 

It  grew  late  and  Derek  Pruyn  still  sat 
in  the  position  in  which  Diane  had  left 
him.  His  hands  rested  clenched  on  the 
desk  before  him,  while  his  eyes  stared 
vacantly  at  the  cluster  of  electric  lights 
overhead.  He  was  living  through  the 
conversations  with  Bienville  on  shipboard. 
He  began  with  the  first  time  he  had 
noticed  the  tall,  brown  -  eyed,  black- 
bearded  young  Frenchman  on  the  day 
when  they  sailed  out  of  the  harbor  of 
Rio  de  Janeiro.  He  passed  on  to  their 
first  interchange  of  casual  remarks,  lean¬ 
ing  together  over  the  deck-rail,  and 
watching  the  lights  of  Para  recede  into 
the  darkness.  It  was  in  the  hot,  still 
evenings  in  the  Caribbean  Sea  that, 
smoking  in  neighboring  deck-chairs,  they 
had  first  drifted  into  intimate  talk,  and 
the  young  man  had  begun  to  unburden 
himself  to  the  older.  They  had  been 
distinctly  interesting  to  Derek,  these 


glimpses  of  a  joyous,  idle,  light-o’-love 
life,  with  a  tragic  element  never  very  far 
below  its  surface,  so  different  from  his 
own  gray  career  of  business.  They  not 
only  beguiled  the  tedious  nights,  but 
they  opened  up  vistas  of  romance  to  an 
imagination  growing  dull  before  its  time, 
in  the  seriousness  of  large  practical  af¬ 
fairs.  In  proportion  as  the  young 
Frenchman  showed  himself  willing  to 
narrate,  Derek  became  a  sympathetic  lis¬ 
tener.  As  Bienville  told  of  his  pursuit, 
now  of  this  fair  face,  and  now  of  that, 
Derek  received  the  impression  of  a  chase, 
in  which  the  hunted  engages  not  of  neces¬ 
sity,  but,  like  Atalanta,  in  sheer  glee  of 
excitement.  Like  Atalanta,  too,  she  was 
apt  to  overestimate  her  speed,  and  to 
end  in  being  caught. 

It  was  not  till  after  he  had  recounted 
a  number  of  petites  histoires,  more  or 
less  amusing,  that  Bienville  came  to 
what  he  called  “  V affaire  la  plus  serieuse 
de  ma  vie while  Derek  drank  in  the  tale 
with  all  the  avidity  the  jealous  heart 
brings  to  the  augmentation  of  its  pain. 
To  the  idealizing  purity  of  his  conception 
of  Diane  any  earthly  failing  on  her  part 
became  the  extremity  of  sin.  He  had 
placed  her  so  high  that  when  she  fell  it 
was  to  no  middle  flight  of  guilt;  as  to 
the  fallen  angel,  there  was  no  choice  for 
her,  in  his  estimation,  between  heaven 
and  the  nether  hell. 

Outwardly  he  was  an  ordinary  passen¬ 
ger,  smoking  quietly  in  a  deck-chair,  in 
order  to  pass  the  time  between  dinner 
and  the  hour  for  “  turning  in.”  His 
voice,  as  he  plied  Bienville  with  ques¬ 
tions,  betrayed  his  emotions  no  more 
than  the  darkened  surface  of  the  sea 
gave  evidence  of  the  raging  life  within 
its  depths.  To  Bienville  himself,  during 
these  idle,  balmy  nights,  there  was  a  three¬ 
fold  inspiration,  which  in  no  case  called 
for  strict  exactitude  of  detail.  There  was, 
first,  the  pleasure  of  talking  about  him¬ 
self  ;  there  was,  next,  the  desire  to  give 
his  career  the  advantage  of  a  romantic 
light;  and  there  was,  thirdly,  the  story¬ 
teller’s  natural  instinct  to  hold  his  hear¬ 
er  spellbound.  The  little  more  or  the 
little  less  could  not  matter  to  a  man 
whom  he  didn’t  know,  in  talking  about 
a  woman  whose  name  he  hadn’t  given ; 
while,  on  the  other  hand,  there  was  the 
satisfaction,  to  which  the  Latin  is  so 
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sensitive,  of  showing  himself  a  lion 
among  ladies. 

Moreover,  he  had  boasted  of  his 
achievements  so  often  that  he  had  come 
to  believe  in  them  long  before  giving 
Derek  the  detailed  account  of  his  vic¬ 
tory,  on  the  gleaming  Caribbean  seas. 
On  his  part,  Derek  had  found  no  dif¬ 
ficulty  in  crediting  that  which  was  related 
with  apparent  fidelity  to  fact,  and  which 
filled  up,  in  so  remarkable  a  manner, 
the  empty  spaces  between  the  mysterious, 
broken  hints  Diane  had  at  various  times 
given  him  of  her  own  inner  life.  The 
one  story  helped  to  tell  the  other  as  ac¬ 
curately  as  the  fragments  of  an  ancient 
stele,  when  put  together,  make  up  the 
whole  inscription.  The  very  independ¬ 
ence  of  the  sources  from  which  he  drew 
his  knowledge  negatived  the  possibility 
of  doubt. 

There  was  but  one  way  in  which  Di¬ 
ane  could  have  put  herself  right  with 
him;  she  could  have  swept  the  charge 
aside,  with  a  serene  contemptuousness  of 
denial.  Had  she  done  so,  her  assertion 
would  have  found  his  own  eagerness  to 
believe  in  her  ready  to  meet  it  half-way. 
As  it  was,  alas !  her  admissions  had  been 
damning.  Where  she  acknowledged  the 
smoke,  there  surely  must  have  been  the 
fire !  Where  she  owned  to  so  much  cul¬ 
pability,  there  surely  must  have  been  the 
entire  measure  of  guilt ! 

For  the  time  being,  he  forgot  Bien¬ 
ville,  in  order  to  review  the  conversation 
of  the  last  half-hour.  Diane  had  not 
carried  herself  like  a  woman  who  had 
nothing  with  which  to  reproach  herself; 
and  that  a  woman  should  be  obliged  to 
reproach  herself  at  all  was  a  humiliation 
to  her  womanhood.  In  the  midst  of  this 
gross  world,  where  the  man’s  soul  natu¬ 
rally  became  stained  and  coarsened,  hers 
should  retain  the  celestial  beauty  with 
which  it  came  forth  from  God.  That 
in  his  opinion  was  her  duty;  that  was 
her  instinct;  that  was  the  object  with 
which  she  had  been  placed  on  earth.  A 
woman  who  was  no  better  than  a  man 
was  an  error  on  the  part  of  nature;  and 
Diane — oh,  the  pity  of  it! — had  put  her¬ 
self  down  on  the  man’s  level  with  a 
naivete  which  showed  her  unconscious  of 
ever  having  been  higher  up.  She  had 
confessed  to  weaknesses,  as  though  she 
were  of  no  finer  clay  than  himself,  and 


spoke  of  being  penitent,  when  the  tragedy 
lay  in  the  fact  that  a  woman  should  have 
anything  to  repent  of. 

The  minutes  went  by,  but  he  sat  rigid, 
with  hands  clenched  before  him,  and  eyes 
fixed  in  a  kind  of  hypnotic  stare  on  the 
cluster  of  lights,  taking  no  account  of 
time  or  place.  Throughout  the  house 
there  was  the  stillness  of  midnight,  bro¬ 
ken  only  by  the  rumble  of  a  carriage,  or 
the  clatter  of  a  motor,  in  the  street.  The 
silence  was  the  more  ghostly  owing  to 
the  circumstance  that  throughout  the 
empty  rooms  lights  were  still  flaring  use¬ 
lessly,  welcoming  his  return.  Presently 
there  came  a  sound — faint,  soft,  swift, 
like  the  rustle  of  wings,  or  a  weird 
spirit  footfall.  Though  it  was  scarcely 
audible,  it  was  certain  that  something 
was  astir. 

With  a  start  Derek  came  back  from 
the  contemplation  of  his  intolerable  pain 
to  the  world  of  common  happenings.  He 
must  see  what  could  be  moving  at  this 
unaccustomed  hour ;  but  he  had  barely 
risen  in  his  place  when  he  was  disturbed 
by  still  another  sound,  this  time  louder 
and  heavier,  and  characterize^  by  a  cer¬ 
tain  brusque  finality.  It  was  the  closing 
of  a  door ;  it  was  the  closing  of  the 
large,  ponderous  street-door.  Some  one 
had  left  the  house. 

In  a  dozen  strides  he  was  out  in  the 
hall,  and  on  the  stairway.  There,  on  the 
landing,  where  an  hour  or  two  ago  he 
had  turned  to  look  down  upon  Diane, 
stood  Dorothea  in  her  nightdress — a  lit¬ 
tle  white  figure,  scared  and  trembling. 

u  Oh,  father,  Diane  has  gone  away!” 

For  some  seconds  he  stared  at  her 
blankly,  like  a  man  who  puzzles  over 
something  in  a  strange  language.  When 
he  spoke,  at  last,  his  voice  came  with  a 
forced  harshness,  from  which  the  girl 
shrank  back,  more  terrified  than  before : 

“  She  was  quite  right  to  go.  You  run 
back  to  bed.” 

CHAPTER  XII 

ROM  the  shelter  of  the  little  French 
hostelry  in  University  Place,  Diane 
wrote,  on  the  following  morning,  to 
Miss  Lucilla  Van  Tromp,  telling  her  as 
briefly  and  discreetly  as  possible  what 
had  occurred.  While  withholding  names 
and  suppressing  the  detail  which  dealt 


568 


HARPER’S  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


with  the  manner  of  her  husband’s  death, 
she  spoke  with  her  characteristic  frank¬ 
ness,  stating  her  case  plainly.  Though 
she  denied  the  main  charge,  she  re¬ 
peated  the  admissions  Derek  had  found 
so  fatal,  and  accepted  her  share  of  all 
responsibility. 

“  Mr.  Pruyn  is  not  to  blame,”  she 
wrote.  “  From  many  points  of  view  he 
is  as  much  the  victim  of  circumstances 
as  I  am.  I  have  to  acknowledge  myself 
in  fault;  and  yet  if  I  were  more  so,  my 
problem  would  be  easier  to  solve.  There 
are  conditions  in  which  it  is  scarcely  less 
difficult  to  discern  the  false  from  the  true 
than  it  is  to  separate  the  foul  current 
from  the  pure,  after  their  streams  have 
run  together;  and  I  cannot  reproach  Mr. 
Pruyn  if,  looking  only  on  the  mingled 
tides,  he  does  not  see  that  they  flow  from 
dissimilar  sources.  Though  I  left  his 
house  abruptly,  it  was  not  because  he 
drove  me  forth;  it  was  rather  because  I 
feel  that,  until  I  have  regained  some 
measure  of  his  respect,  I  cannot  be  worthy 
in  his  eyes — nor  in  my  own — to  be  under 
one  roof  with  his  daughter.” 

To  Miss  Lucilla,  in  her  ignorance  of 
the  world,  it  seemed,  as  she  read  on,  as 
if  the  foundations  of  the  great  deep  had 
been  broken  up  and  the  windows  of 
heaven  opened.  That  such  things  hap¬ 
pened  in  romances,  she  had  read;  that 
they  were  not  unknown  in  real  life,  even 
in  New  York,  she  had  heard  it  whispered; 
but  that  they  should  crop  up  in  her  own 
immediate  circle  was  not  less  wonderful 
than  if  the  night-blooming  cereus  had 
suddenly  burst  into  flower  in  her  strip 
of  garden.  Miss  Lucilla  owned  to  being 
shocked,  to  being  grieved,  to  being  puz¬ 
zled,  to  being  stunned ;  but  she  could 
not  deny  the  thrill  of  excitement  at  being 
caught  up  into  the  whirl  of  a  real  love- 
affair.  She  had  heard  it  said  that  no 
one  can  be  a  great  artist  without  an  ex¬ 
perience  of  passion;  and,  in  truth,  it  was 
the  passionate  element  which,  more  than 
any  other,  she  missed  in  her  musical  com¬ 
positions.  She  had  felt  as  helpless  hith¬ 
erto  to  remedy  the  defect  as  if  she  had 
been  told  that  she  could  not  be  a  Chris¬ 
tian  without  the  gift  of  tongues;  but  now, 
with  a  man  like  Derek,  a  woman  like 
Diane,  a  nameless  French  marquis  to 


make  mischief  between  them,  and  herself 
to  play  the  part  of  the  goddess  from  the 
machine,  there  were  emotional  possibil¬ 
ities  such  as  had  never  before  entered  into 
her  pale  existence. 

When  the  first  of  the  morning’s  duties 
in  the  sick-room  were  over  she  waylaid 
Mrs.  Eveleth  in  a  convenient  spot  and 
told  her  tale.  She  did  not  read  the  letter 
aloud,  finding  its  phraseology  at  times 
too  blunt;  but,  with  those  softening  cir¬ 
cumlocutions  of  which  good  women  have 
the  secret,  she  conveyed  the  facts.  There 
was  but  one  short  passage  which  she 
quoted  just  as’Diane  had  written  it. 

“  T  am  sure  my  mother-in-law  will 
stand  by  me,  and  bear  me  out.  She  alone 
knows  the  sort  of  life  I  led  with  her  son, 
and  I  am  convinced  that  she  will  see 
justice  done  me.” 

Mrs.  Eveleth  listened,  silently,  with 
the  still  look  of  pain  that  belongs  to 
those  growing  old  in  the  expectation 
of  misfortune. 

“  I’ve  been  afraid  something  would 
happen,”  was  her  only  comment. 

“But  surely,  dear  Mrs.  Eveleth,  you 
don’t  think  any  of  it  can  be  true!” 

The  elder  woman  began  moving  away 
toward  the  door. 

“  So  many  things  have  Teen  true,  dear, 
that  I  hoped  were  not !” 

This  answer,  given  from  the  threshold, 
left  Miss  Lucilla  not  more  aghast  than 
disappointed.  It  brought  into  the  ro¬ 
mance  features  which  no  single  woman 
can  -afford  to  contemplate,  even  in  the 
pursuit  of  artistic  inspiration.  She  would 
have  entered  into  the  affairs  of  a  wronged 
heroine  with  enthusiastic  interest;  but 
what  was  to  be  done  with  those  of  a 
possibly  guilty  one?  She  was  so  ready 
for  the  unexpected  that  as  she  stood  at  a 
back  window,  looking  into  the  garden,  it 
was  almost  a  surprise  not  to  find  the 
night-blooming  cereus  really  lifting  its 
exotic  head  among  the  stout  spring  shoots 
of  the  peonies.  With  the  vague  feeling 
that  the  Park  might  prove  more  fruitful 
ground  for  the  phenomenon,  she  moved 
to  a  front  window,  where  she  was  not 
long  unrewarded. 

If  it  was  not  the  night-blooming  cereus 
that  drove  up  in  the  handsome,  open  auto¬ 
mobile,  turning  into  the  Park,  it  was 
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something'  equally  portentous;  for  Mrs. 
Bayford  had  already  played  a  part  in 
Diane’s  drama,  and  was  now,  presumably, 
about  to  enter  on  the  scene  again.  Miss 
Lucilla  drew  back,  so  as  to  be  out  of  sight, 
while  keeping  her  visitors  in  view.  For 
a  minute  she  hoped  that  Marion  Grim- 
ston  herself  might  be  minded  to  make 
her  a  call,  for  she  liked  the  handsome  girl, 
whose  outspoken  protests  against  the 
shams  of  her  life  agreed  with  her  own 
more  gentle  horror  of  pretension.  Ma¬ 
rion.  wreathed  in  veils,  was,  however,  at 
the  steering-wheel,  and  as  she  guided 
the  huge  machine  to  the  curbstone, 
showed  no  symptoms  of  wishing  to 
alight.  Beside  her  was  Reggie  Brad¬ 
ford,  a  large,  fat  youth,  whose  big, 
good-natured  laugh  almost  called  back 
echoes  from  the  surrounding  houses.  As 
the  car  stopped  he  lumbered  down  from 
his  perch,  and  helped  Mrs.  Bayford  to  de¬ 
scend.  When  he  had  clambered  back  to 
his  place  again  the  great  vehicle  rolled 
on.  It  was  plain  now  to  Miss  Lucilla  that 
a  new  act  of  the  piece  was  about  to  begin, 
and  she  hurried  back  to  the  library  in 
order  to  be  in  her  place  before  the  rising 
of  the  curtain. 

For  Miss  Lucilla’s  callers  there  was 
always  an  immediate  subject  of  conversa¬ 
tion  which  had  to  be  exhausted  before 
any  other  topic  could  be  touched  upon; 
and  Mrs.  Bayford  tackled  it  at  once,  ask¬ 
ing  the  questions  and  answering  them 
herself,  so  as  to  get  it  out  of  the  way. 

“Well,  how  is  Regina?  Very  much 
the  same,  of  course.  I  don’t  suppose  you’ll 
see  any  change  in  her  now,  until  it’s  for 
the  worse.  Poor  thing!  one  could  almost 
wish,  in  her  own  interests,  that  our 
Heavenly  Father  would  think  fit  to  take 
her  to  Himself.  Now,  I  want  to  talk  to 
you  about  something  serious.” 

Mrs.  Bayford  made  herself  comfortable 
in  a  deep,  low  chair,  with  her  feet  on 
a  footstool. 

“  I  suppose  you’ve  never  guessed,”  she 
asked  at  last,  “  why  Marion  has  been 
with  me  all  this  time?” 

“  I  did  guess,”  Miss  Lucilla  admitted, 
with  a  faint  blush,  “  but  I  don’t  know 
that  I  guessed  right.” 

“  I  expect  you  did.  No  one  could  see 
as  much  of  her  as  you’ve  done  without 
knowing  she  had  a  love-affair.” 

“  That’s  what  I  thought.” 
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“  It’s  been  a  great  trial,”  Mrs.  Bay¬ 
ford  sighed,  “  and  it  isn’t  over  yet.  In 
fact,  I  don’t  know  but  what  it’s  only 
just  beginning.” 

“  Wasn’t  he — desirable?” 

“  Oh  yes;  very  much  so,  and  is  so  still. 
It  wasn’t  that.  Lie  was  all  that  any  one 
could  wish — old  family,  position,  title, 
good  looks,  everything.” 

“  But  if  Marion  liked  him,  and  he 
liked  her — ?” 

“  I  could  explain  it  to  you  better  if 
you  knew  more  about  men.” 

“  I  do  know  a — a  little,”  Miss  Lucilla 
ventured  to  assert,  shyly. 

“  There  is  a  case  in  which  a  little  is  not 
enough.  You’ve  got  to  understand  a 
man’s  capacity  for  loving  one  woman  and 
being  fascinated  by  another.  I  think 
they  call  it  double  consciousness.” 

“  I  don’t  think  it’s  very  honorable,” 
Miss  Lucilla  declared,  in  disapproval. 

“  A  man  doesn’t  stop  to  think  of  honor, 
my  dear,  when  he’s  in  a  grand  passion. 
Bienville  has  honor  written  in  his  very 
countenance,  but  this  was  an  occasion 
when  he  couldn’t  get  it  into  play.  It  was 
perfectly  tragic.  He  had  already  spoken 
to  Robert  Grimston  in  the  manliest  way 
— told  all  about  himself — found  out  how 
much  Marion  would  have  as  her  dot — 
and  got  permission  to  pay  her  his  ad¬ 
dresses — when  all  came  to  nothing,  be¬ 
cause  of  another  woman.” 

With  this  as  an  introduction  it  was 
natural  that  Mrs.  Bayford  should  go  on 
to  repeat  the  oft-told  tale  in  its  entirety, 
lending  it  a  light  that  no  one  had  given 
to  it  yet.  With  the  information  she  al¬ 
ready  possessed  from  Diane’s  letter  it  was 
impossible  for  Lucilla  not  to  recognize 
all  the  characters  as  readily  as  Derek 
Pruyn  had  done,  while  she  had  the  ad¬ 
vantage  over  him  of  knowing  Marion 
Grimston’s  place  in  the  action.  It  was 
a  dreadful  story,  and  if  Miss  Lucilla  was 
not  more  profoundly  shocked  it  was  be¬ 
cause  Mrs.  Bayford,  by  overshooting  the 
mark,  rendered  it  incredible.  None  the 
less  she  agreed  with  Mrs.  Bayford  on 
the  main  point  she  had  come  to  urge, 
that  Diane,  on  one  side,  and  Marion  and 
Bienville,  on  the  other,  should  be  kept, 
if  possible,  from  meeting. 

“  Not  that  I  think,”  Mrs.  Bayford 
went  on,  “  that  Raoul — that’s  his  name 
— would  ever  take  up  with  her  again. 
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Still,  you  never  can  tell;  I’ve  seen  such 
cases.  A  fire  will  often  blaze  up  when 
you  think  it’s  out.  And  now  that  every¬ 
thing  is  going  so  smoothly  it  would  be 
a  thousand  pities  to  throw  any  obstacle 
in  the  way.” 

“  Everything  is  going  smoothly,  then  ? 
I'm  glad  of  that,  for  Marion’s  sake.” 

“Yes;  it’s  practically  a  settled  thing. 
When  it  seemed  likely  that  he  would  re¬ 
turn  to  France  by  way  of  New  York, 
Robert  Grimston  wrote  me  to  say  that 
if  anything  happened  it  would  have  his 
full  consent.  Things  move  rapidly  in 
Paris,  and  the  whole  episode  is  as  much 
a  part  of  the  past  as  last  year’s  styles. 
Then,  too,  everybody  knows  now  that 
Raoul  didn’t  kill  George  Eveleth ;  and, 
of  course,  that  removes  a  certain  unpleas¬ 
ant  thought  that  some  people  might  have 
about  him.” 

“  Have  you  seen  him  yet?” 

“  I  heard  from  him  this  morning.  He 
asked  if  he  could  call  on  Marion  and  me 
this  afternoon.  You  can  guess  what 
was  my  reply.” 

The  nature  of  this  having  been  made 
clear,  Mrs.  Bayford  went  on  to  express 
her  fears  as  to  the  complications  which 
might  arise  from  the  chance  meeting  of 
Bienville  and  Derek  on  the  steamer,  of 
which  the  former  had  given  her  infor¬ 
mation  in  his  note.  Nothing  would  be 
more  natural  now  than  for  Derek  to  in¬ 
vite  Marion  and  Bienville  to  dinner;  and 
there  would  be  Diane ! 

“  I  think  I  can  relieve  your  mind  on 
that  point,”  Miss  Lucilla  said,  trying  to 
choose  her  words  cautiously.  “  There 
would  be  no  danger  of  their  meeting  Mrs. 
Eveleth  just  now,  as  she  has  left  Doro¬ 
thea,  for  the  present.” 

There  was  so  much  satisfaction  to 
Mrs.  Bayford  in  knowing  that,  as  far  as 
Diane  was  concerned,  the  coast  was  com¬ 
paratively  clear,  that  she  gathered  up 
her  skirts  and  departed.  After  she 
had  gone,  Miss  Lucilla’s  sense  of  be¬ 
ing  the  pivot  of  a  romantic  plot  was 
heightened  by  the  appearance  of  Diane. 
She  came  in  with  her  usual  air  of 
confidence  in  her  ability  to  meet  the 
world,  and  if  her  pale  face  showed  traces 
of  tears  and  sleeplessness,  its  expression 
was,  if  anything,  more  courageous.  Had 
it  not  been  for  this  brave  show  Miss  Lu¬ 
cilla  would  have  wanted  to  embrace  her 


and  hold  her  hands,  but,  as  it  was,  she 
could  only  retire  shyly  into  herself,  as  in 
the  presence  of  one  too  strong  to  need 
the  support  of  friends. 

“  No;  don’t  call  my  mother-in-law  yet,’’ 
Diane  pleaded,  as  Miss  Lucilla  was  about 
to  touch  a  bell.  “  I  want  to  talk  to  you 
first,  and  tell  you  things  I  couldn’t  say 
in  writing.” 

Then  the  story  was  told  again,  and 
from  still  another  point  of  view.  Once 
more  Diane  acknowledged  the  weaknesses 
of  conduct  she  had  confessed  already, 
but  Miss  Lucilla  was  a  woman  and  un¬ 
derstood  her  speech. 

“  I  knew  you’d  believe  in  me,”  Diane 
said,  half  sobbing,  as  she  ended  her  tale. 
“  I  knew  you’d  understand  that  one  can 
be  a  foolish  woman  without  having  been 
a  wicked  one.  Mr.  Pruvn  would  not  have 
been  so  hard  on  me,  if  he  had  thought 
of  that.” 

“  Shall  I  go  and  tell  him  ?” 

“No;  it’s  too  late  for  that.  The  wrong 
that’s  been  done  needs  a  more  radical 
remedy  than  you  or  I  could  bring  to  it. 
Bienville  has  lied,  and  I  must  force  him 
to  retract.  Nothing  else  can  help  me.” 

To  poor  Miss  Lucilla  this  was  a  new 
and  alarming  feature  in  the  situation. 
If*  it  was  so,  then  Marion  Grimston 
ought  not  to  be  allowed  to  marry  him. 
If  Diane  was  right  —  and  she  must  be 
right !  —  Mrs.  Bayford  was  mistakenly 
urging  on  a  match  that  would  bring  un¬ 
happiness  to  one  of  the  noblest  young 
women  in  the  world.  This  complication 
was  almost  more'  than  Miss  Lucilla’s  qui¬ 
etly  working  intellect  could  seize,  and 
she  followed  Diane’s  succeeding  words 
with  but  a  wandering  attention. 

She  understood,  however,  that,  next  to 
being  justified  by  Bienville,  Diane  at¬ 
tached  importance  to  the  aid  she  expect¬ 
ed  from  Mrs.  Eveleth.  Hers  was  the 
only  living  voice  that  could  testify  to 
the  happy  relations  always  existing  be¬ 
tween  her  son  and  his  wife.  She  could 
tell,  and  would  tell,  that  George  had  fall¬ 
en  as  the  champion  of  Diane’s  honor, 
and  not  as  the  victim  of  her  baseness. 
If  he  died  it  was  because  he  believed  in 
her,  not  because  he  was  seeking  the  read¬ 
iest  refuge  from  their  common  life. 
Diane  would  explain  all  to  Mrs.  Eve¬ 
leth,  to  whose  loyalty  she  could  trust,  and 
on  whose  love  she  could  depend. 
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“  I?ll  go  and  find  her,”  Miss  Lucilla 
said,  rising.  “You’d  like  to  see  her 
alone  ?” 

“No;  I’d  rather  you  were  present.  My 
troubles  have  got  beyond  the  stage  of 
privacy.  It’s  best  that  those  who  care 
for  me  should  hear  what  can  be  said  in 
my  defence.” 

Miss  Lucilla  went,  and  returned.  A 
few  minutes  later  Mrs.  Eveleth  could 
be  heard  coming  slowly  down  the  stairs. 
But  before  she  had  time  to  enter  the 
room  Derek  Pruyn,  using  the  privi¬ 
lege  of  a  relative,  walked  in  without 
announcement. 

CHAPTER  XIII 

F  the  morning  had  brought  surprises 
to  Miss  Lucilla  Van  Tromp,  it  had 
not  denied  them  to  the  Marquis  de 
Bienville.  They  were  all  the  more  as¬ 
tonishing  in  that  they  came  out  of  a 
sky  that  was  relatively  clear.  As  he  stood 
in  his  dressing-gown,  with  a  cigarette 
between  his  fingers,  at  one  of  the  upper 
windows  of  his  tall,  towerlike  hotel,  he 
would  have  said  that  his  life  at  the  mo¬ 
ment  resembled  the  blue  dome  above  him, 
from  which,  after  a  cloudy  dawn  and 
dull  early  morning,  the  last  fleecy  drifts 
were  being  blown  away. 

There  were  many  circumstances  that 
combined  just  now  to  make  him  glad  of 
being  Raoul  de  Laval,  Marquis  de  Bien¬ 
ville.  The  mere  material  comfort  of  mod¬ 
ern  hotel  luxury  had  a  certain  joyous 
novelty  after  nearly  two  years  spent  amid 
the  unprofitable  splendors  of  the  tropical 
forest.  True,  New  York  was  not  Paris; 
but  it  was  an  excellent  distributing  centre 
for  Parisian  commodities  and  news,  and 
would  do  very  well  for  the  work  he  had 
immediately  in  hand.  So  far,  all  prom¬ 
ised  hopefully.  His  valet  had  joined  him 
from  France,  with  whatever  he  could 
wish  in  the  way  of  wardrobe;  and  Mrs. 
Bayford’s  reply  to  his  note  contained 
much  information  beyond  what  was  ac¬ 
tually  written  down  in  words.  Moreover, 
the  statement  he  had  found  awaiting  him 
from  the  Credit  Lyonnais  revealed  the 
fact  that,  owing  to  the  two  years  in  which 
he  had  little  or  no  need  to  spend  money, 
he  could  now  live  with  handsome  ex¬ 
travagance,  until  after  he  married  Miss 
Grimston.  He  might  even  pay  the  more 


pressing  of  his  debts,  though  that  pos¬ 
sibility  presented  itself  in  the  light  of 
a  work  of  supererogation,  seeing  that  in 
so  short  a  time  he  should  be  able  to  pay 
them  all. 

Then  would  begin  a  new  era  in  his  life. 
On  that  point  he  was  quite  determined. 
At  thirty-two  years  of  age  it  was  high 
time  to  think  of  being  something  better 
in  the  world  than  a  mere  man-beauty. 
His  experience  with  Persigny  had  shown 
that  he  was  capable  of  something  worthier 
than  dalliance,  as  his  fathers  had  been 
before  him. 

He  did  not  precisely  blame  himself  for 
shortcomings  in  the  past,  since,  accord¬ 
ing  to  French  ideas,  he  had  not  enough 
money  on  which  to  be  useful,  while  his 
social  position  precluded  work.  He  could 
not  serve  his  country  for  fear  of  serving 
the  republic,  nor  live  on  his  estates, 
because  Bienville,  already  heavily  mort¬ 
gaged  to  Van  Tromp  and  Co.,  was  too 
expensive  to  keep  up.  However  well- 
meaning  his  nature,  there  had  been  al¬ 
most  nothing  open  to  him  but  the  career 
of  the  idle,  handsome,  high-born  youth, 
with  money  enough  to  pay  for  the  lux¬ 
uries  of  life,  while  his  name  secured 
credit  for  its  necessities. 

With  his  looks  and  his  address  it  would 
have  been  easy  to  find  a  wife  who,  by 
meeting  his  financial  need,  would  have 
facilitated  his  path  in  virtue;  but  on  this 
point  he  was  fastidious.  Rather,  per¬ 
haps,  he  was  typical  of  that  modern, 
transitional  phase  of  the  French  social 
mind,  which,  while  still  acknowledging 
the  supremacy  of  the  family  in  matri¬ 
monial  affairs,  insists  on  some  freedom 
of  personal  selection.  That  his  future 
wife  should  have  enough  money  to  make 
her  a  worthy  chatelaine  of  Bienville,  as 
well  as  to  meet  the  subsidiary  expenses 
the  position  implied,  was  a  foregone  con¬ 
clusion;  but  it  was  equally  a  matter  be¬ 
yond  dispute  that  she  should  be  some  one 
whom  he  could  love.  He  had  not  found 
this  combination  of  essentials  until  he 
met  Marion  Grimston,  and  the  hand  he 
was  thereupon  prepared  to  offer  her  was 
not  wholly  empty  of  his  heart. 

In  her  he  saw  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life  the  intrepid  maiden  who  seems  to 
dare  a  man  to  come  and  master  her. 
That  she  should  be  the  daughter  of  Robert 
Grimston,  with  his  commercial  primness, 
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and  Mrs.  Grimston,  with  her  pretentious 
snobbery,  was  a  mystery  he  made  no  at¬ 
tempt  to  solve.  It  was  enough  for  him 
that  this  proud  creature  was  in  the 
world,  especially  as  her  bearing  toward 
him  inspired  the  hope  that  he  might 
win  her.  It  was  a  pity  that  he  should 
have  turned  aside  from  such  high  en¬ 
deavor,  in  a  foolish  dash  to  make  him¬ 
self  the  Hippomenes  of  Diane  Eve- 
leth’s  Atalanta.  Putting  little  heart  into 
the  latter  contest,  he  would  have  suf¬ 
fered  little  mortification  from  defeat,  had 
it  not  been  that  the  high  spirits  of  the 
pursued  lady  invited  the  world  to  come 
and  laugh  with  her  at  his  expense. 

Then  it  was  that  the  Marquis  de 
Bienville,  in  an  uncontrollable  access  of 
wounded  vanity,  threw  his  traditions  of 
honor  to  the  winds,  and  lied.  It  was  not 
such  a  lie  as  could  be  told — and  for¬ 
gotten;  for  there  were  too  many  people 
eager  to  believe  and  repeat  it.  Within 
twenty-four  hours  he  found  himself  fa¬ 
mous,  all  the  way  from  the  Parc  Monceau 
to  the  rue  de  Varennes.  After  his  con¬ 
science  had  given  him  a  sleepless  night 
he  got  up  to  see  that  any  modification 
of  his  statement  meant  retraction.  Re¬ 
traction  was  out  of  the  question,  in 
that  it  involved  the  loss  of  his  reputa¬ 
tion  among  men.  He  was  caught  in 
a  trap.  He  must  lie  and  maintain 
his  place,  or  he  must  confess  and  go 
out  of  society.  It  must  not  be  supposed 
that  he  took  his  predicament  lightly,  or 
that  he  made  his  choice  without  pangs 
of  self-pity  at  the  cruel  necessity.  It 
was  his  honor,  or  hers!  and  if  only  the 
one  or  the  other  could  be  saved,  it 
must  be  his.  So  he  saved  it — accord¬ 
ing  to  his  lights.  He  saved  it  by  be¬ 
ing  very  bold  in  his  statements  by  day, 
and  heaping  ignominy  on  himself  during 
the  black  hours  of  sleeplessness.  He 
found,  however,  that  the  process  paid ; 
for  boldness  engendered  a  sort  of  fic¬ 
titious  belief,  which  paralyzed  the  ten¬ 
dency  to  self-upbraiding,  until  it  ceased. 

The  special  quality  of  his  courage  was 
shown  on  that  gray  dawn  when  he  stood 
up  before  George  Eveleth,  in  a  corner  of 
the  Pre  Catalan.  He  had  not  the  moral 
force  to  confess  himself  a  perjurer,  in 
the  sight  of  Paris,  but  he  could  stand 
ready  to  take  the  bullets  in  his  breast. 
In  going  to  the  encounter  he  had  no 


intention  of  doing  otherwise.  lie  would 
not  atone  to  an  injured  woman  by  set¬ 
ting  her  right  in  the  eyes  of  men,  but  he 
would  make  her  the  offering  of  his  life. 

It  was  a  satisfaction  now  to  know,  as 
he  was  assured  by  letters,  that  the  in¬ 
cident  was  practically  forgotten,  and  that 
Diane  Eveleth  had  disappeared.  Pie  him¬ 
self  found  it  easier  than  it  used  to  be  to 
dismiss  the  subject  from  his  mind;  and  if 
he  recalled  it  at  times,  it  was  generally — 
as  it  had  been  on  shipboard — when  at  the 
end  of  his  store  of  confidential  anecdotes. 
He  was  thinking,  however,  of  dropping 
the  story  from  his  repertoire,  for  he  had 
more  than  once  remarked  that  its  effect 
was  slightly  sinister  upon  himself.  He 
noticed,  too,  that,  during  the  last  twenty- 
four  hours  on  the  steamer,  Derek  Pruyn 
avoided  him,  while  he  on  his  part  had 
felt  a  curious  impulse  to  slink  out  of 
sight,  which  could  only  be  explained  by 
the  supposition  that,  as  often  happens 
on  long  voyages,  they  had  seen  too  much 
of  each  other. 

Finding  that  he  had  let  his  cigarette 
go  out,  he  threw  it  away,  and  turned 
from  the  window  to  complete  his  toilet. 
As  he  did  so  his  valet  entered  with  a 
card,  stating  that  the  gentleman  who  had 
sent  it  in  was  waiting  in  the  hall  outside. 

“  Ask  him  to  come  in,”  he  said,  briefly, 
when  he  had  read  the  name.  He  was 
scarcely  surprised,  for  Pruyn  had  spoken 
more  than  once  of  showing  him  some 
civilities  when  they  reached  New  York, 
and  putting  him  up  at  one  or  two  con¬ 
venient  clubs. 

“  My  dear  sir,”  he  cried,  going  forward, 
with  outstretched  hand;  but  the  words 
died  on  his  lips  as  Derek  pushed  his  way 
in,  brusquely,  without  greeting. 

Again  the  young  man  attempted  the 
ceremonious  by  apologizing  for  the  in¬ 
formality  of  his  surroundings  and  the 
state  of  his  dress;  but  again  he  faltered 
before  the  haggard  glare  in  Derek’s  eyes. 

u  I  want  to  talk  to  you,”  Pruyn  said, 
abruptly. 

Bienville  made  a  gesture  of  mingled 
politeness  and  astonishment. 

“Certainly;  but  shall  we  not  sit  down 
while  we  do  it?  Will  you  smoke?  Here 
are  cigarettes,  but  you  probably  prefer 
a  cigar.” 

Educated  in  England,  like  many  young 
Frenchmen  of  the  upper  classes,  Bien- 


THE  INNER  SHRINE. 


573 


ville  spoke  English  fluently  and  with 

little  accent. 

“  I  want  to  talk  to  you,”  Derek  said 
again.  He  took  no  notice  of  the  prof¬ 
fered  seat,  and  they  remained  stand¬ 
ing,  as  they  were,  with  the  round  table, 
bestrewn  with  letters,  between  them.  “You 
remember,”  Derek  continued,  speaking 
with  difficulty  —  “  you  remember  the 
story  you  told  me  on  the  voyage — about 
a  woman  ?” 

Bienville  nodded.  He  had  a  sudden 
presentiment  of  what  was  coming. 

“  I  must  tell  you  that  on  the  night 
before  I  sailed  for  South  America,  three 
months  ago,  I  asked  that  woman  to  be 
my  wife.” 

“  In  that  case,”  Bienville  said,  prompt¬ 
ly,  and  with  a  tranquillity  he  did  not 
feel,  “  I  withdraw  my  statements.” 

“  Withdrawal  isn’t  enough.  You  must 
tell  me  they  were  not  true.” 

Bienville  remained  silent  for  a  minute. 
He  was  beginning  to  realize  the  firmness 
of  the  ground  he  stood  on.  His  instinct 
for  self-preservation  was  strong,  and  he 
had  confidence  in  his  dexterous  use  of  the 
necessary  weapons. 

“  You  must  give  me  time  to  reflect  on 
that,”  he  said,  after  a  pause. 

“  Why  do  you  need  time  ?  If  the  thing 
isn’t  true,  you’ve  only  got  to  say  so.” 

“  It’s  not  quite  so  easy  as  that.  You 
can’t  cut  every  difficulty  with  a  sword,  as 
they  did  the  Gordian  knot.  One  may  go 
far  in  defence  of  a  woman’s  honor,  but 
there  are  boundaries  which  even  a  gallant 
man  cannot  pass;  and,  before  I  speak,  I 
must  see  where  they  lie.” 

“  I  want  the  truth.  I  want  no  defence 
of  a  woman’s  honor — ” 

“  Ah,  but  I  do.  That’s  the  difference.” 

“Damn  your  difference!  You  didn’t 
think  much  of  a  woman’s  honor  when 
you  began  your  infernal  tales.” 

“  Did  you,  when  you  let  me  go  on  ?” 

“  No.  That’s  where  I  share  your  crime. 
That’s  all  that  keeps  me  from  striking 
you  now.” 

“  I  let  that  pass.  I  know  how  you  feel. 
I  know  just  how  hard  it  is  for  you.  I’ve 
been  in  something  like  your  situation 
myself.  No  man  can  have  much  to  do 
with  a  woman  without  being  put  there 
in  one  way  if  not  another.  It’s  be¬ 
cause  I  do  understand  you  that  I  share 
your  pain — and  support  your  insults.” 


The  tremor  in  his  voice,  coupled  with 
the  dignity  of  his  bearing,  carried  a  cer¬ 
tain  degree  of  conviction,  so  that  when 
Derek  spoke  again  it  was  less  fiercely. 

“  Then  I  understand  you  to  confirm 
what  you  told  me  on  board  ship?” 

“  On  the  contrary ;  you  understand  me 
to  take  it  back.  Why  shouldn’t  that 
be  enough  for  you — without  asking  fur¬ 
ther  questions  ?” 

“  Because  I’m  not  here  to  go  through 
formalities,  but  to  seek  for  facts.” 

“  Precisely ;  and  yet,  wouldn’t  it  be 
wise,  under  the  circumstances,  not  to  be 
too  exacting?  If  I  do  my  best  for  you — ” 

“  It  isn’t  a  question  of  doing  your  best, 
but  of  telling  me  the  truth.” 

“  I  can  quite  see  that  it  might  strike 
you  in  that  way;  but  you’ll  pardon  me,  I 
know,  if  I  see  it  from  another  point  of 
view.  No  man  in  my  situation  would 
consider  it  a  matter  of  telling  you  the 
truth,  so  much  as  of  coming  to  the  aid 
of  a  lady  whose  good  name  he  had  un¬ 
wittingly  imperilled.  My  supreme  duty 
is  there;  and  I’m  willing  to  do  it  to  the 
utmost  of  my  power.  I  am  willing  to 
withdraw  everything  I  have  ever  uttered 
that  could  tell  against  her.  Can  you  ask 
me  to  do  more  ?” 

“  Yes;  I  can  ask  you  to  deny  it.” 

“  Isn’t  that  already  a  form  of  denial  ?” 

“No;  it’s  a  form  of  affirmation.” 

“  That’s  because  you  choose  to  take  it 
so.  It’s  because  you  prefer  to  go  behind 
my  words,  and  ascribe  to  me  motives 
which,  for  all  you  know,  I  do  not  possess.” 

“  I’ve  nothing  to  do  with  your  motives ; 
my  aim  is  to  get  at  the  truth.” 

“  Since  you  have  nothing  to  do  with 
my  motives,”  Bienville  said,  with  a  slight 
lifting  of  the  brows,  “  you’ll  permit  me, 
I  am  sure,  to  be  equally  indifferent  to 
your  aims.  I  tell  you  what  I  am  pre¬ 
pared  to  do ;  but  what  is  it  to  me  whether 
you  are  satisfied  or  not  ?  I  am  sorry 
to — to — inconvenience  the  lady;  but  as 
for  you — !” 

With  a  snap  of  the  fingers  he  turned 
and  strolled  to  the  window,  where  he 
stood,  looking  out,  with  his  back  toward 
his  guest.  It  was  significant  of  their 
tension  of  feeling  and  concentration  of 
mind  that  both  gesture  and  attitude  went 
unnoted  by  both.  Derek  remained  silent 
and  motionless,  his  slower  mind  trying 
to  catch  up  with  the  Frenchman’s  nimble 
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adroitness.  lie  had  not  yet  done  so,  when 
Bienville  turned  and  spoke  again. 

“  Why  should  we  quarrel  ?  What  should 
we  gain  by  doing  that  ?  You  and  I  are  two 
men  of  the  world,  to  whom  human  nature 
is  as  an  open  hook.  What  do  you  expect 
me  to  do  ?  What  do  you  expect  me  to 
say?  What  more  did  you  think  to  call 
forth  from  me  when  you  came  here  this 
morning?  Do  me  justice.  Am  I  not 
going  as  far  as  a  man  can  go  when  I  say 
that  I  blot  out  of  my  memory  the  cursed 
evenings  you  and  I  spent  together  in 
cursed  talk  ?  That  doesn’t  cover  the 
ground,  you  think;  but  would  any  other 
form  of  words  cover  it  any  better  ? 
Would  you  believe  me  the  more,  what¬ 
ever  set  of  speeches  I  might  adopt  ? 
Would  you  not  always  have  in  the  back 
of  your  mind  your  expressive  English 
phrase,  that  I  was  lying  like  a  gentle¬ 
man?  You  know  best  what  you  can 
do,  as  I  know  best  what  I  can  do ; 
but  is  it  not  true  that  we  have  arrived 
at  a  point  where  the  less  that  is  spoken 
in  words  on  either  side,  the  better  it  will 
be  for  us  all  ?” 

When  he  had  finished,  Bienville  turned 
again  towards  the  window,  leaning  his 
head  wearily  against  the  frame.  Derek 
stood  a  minute  longer  watching  him. 
Then,  as  if  accepting  the  assertion  that 
there  was  nothing  more  that  could  be 
said,  he  went  quietly,  with  bent  head, 
from  the  room. 

He  was  down  in  the  street  before  he 
became  fully  conscious  that,  among  the 
confused,  strangled  cries  of  pain  within 
him,  that  which  was  loudest  and  most 
imploring  was  a  wailing  self-reproach.  It 
was  a  self-reproach  with  a  strain  of  plead¬ 
ing  in  it,  akin  to  that  with  which  a 
mother  blames  herself  for  the  failings  of 
her  son,  seizing  on  any  one  else’s  wrong 
to  palliate  the  guilt  of  the  accused.  He 
had  injured  Diane  himself!  He  had  pried 
into  her  past,  and  laid  bare  her  sins,  and 
stripped  her  life  of  that  covering  of 
secrecy  which  no  human  existence  could 
do  without,  least  of  all  his  own. 

He  walked  on,  with  bowed  head,  his 
eyes  blind  to  the  May  sunshine,  his  ears 
deaf  to  the  city’s  joyous,  energetic  up¬ 
roar,  his  mind  closed  to  the  fact  that 
important  business  affairs  were  awaiting 
his  attention.  His  feet  strayed  toward 


Gramercy  Park,  directed  not  so  much  by 
volition  as  by  the  primary  man-instinct  to 
be  near  some  sweet,  sympathetic  woman 
in  the  hour  of  pain.  Lucilla  and  he 
had  grown  up  in  one  family  as  boy  and 
girl  together,  and  there  were  moments 
when  he  found  near  her  the  peace  he  could 
get  nowhere  else  in  the  world. 

He  pushed  by  the  footman  who  ad¬ 
mitted  him  and  walked  straight  to  the 
room  where  Lucilla  was  generally  to  be 
found.  Though  he  could  scarcely  be  sur¬ 
prised  to  see  Diane  sitting  by  her,  he 
stopped  on  the  threshold,  with  signs  of 
embarrassment,  and  made  as  though  he 
would  withdraw.  Overwhelmed  by  the 
responsibilities  of  such  a  moment  Miss 
Lucilla  looked  appealingly  at  Diane, 
who  rose. 

“  Don’t  go,  Mr.  Pruyn,”  she  said, 
forcing  herself  to  show  firmness.  “  You 
arrive  very  opportunely.  I  have  just 
asked  my  mother-in-law  to  come  to  my 
aid  in  some  of  the  things  we  discussed 
last  night.  Won’t  you  do  me  the  justice 
to  hear  her  ?” 

She  crossed  the  room  to  where  Mrs. 
Eveleth  appeared  on  the  threshold,  and, 
taking  her  by  the  hand,  led  her  to  the 
chair  which  Pruyn  placed  for  her. 

“  I’d  better  go,  Diane  dear,”  Miss 
Lucilla  whispered,  tremblingly. 

“  Please  don’t,”  Diane  insisted.  “  I’d 
much  rather  have  you  stay.  I’ve  no 
secrets  from  Miss  Lucilla,”  she  added, 
speaking  to  Derek.  “  I  need  a  woman 
friend;  and  I’ve  found  one.” 

“  You  couldn’t  find  a  better,”  Pruyn 
murmured,  while  Miss  Lucilla  slipped 
her  arm  around  Diane’s  waist,  rather  to 
steady  herself  than  to  support  her  friend. 

11  Miss  Lucilla  knows  everything  that 
you  know,  petite  mere Diane  continued, 
turning  to  where  her  mother-in-law  sat, 
slightly  bowed,  her  extended  hand  resting 
on  her  cane,  like  some  graceful  Sibyl. 
“  She  knows  everything  that  you  know, 
and  she  knows  one  thing  more.  She 
knows  what  some  cruel  people  say  was  the 
way  in  which — George  died.” 

Diane  uttered  the  last  two  words  in  a 
kind  of  sob,  and  Mrs.  Eveleth  looked 
up,  startled. 

“  George — died  ?”  she  questioned,  slow¬ 
ly,  with  a  look  of  wonder. 

Diane  nodded,  unable,  for  the  minute, 
to  speak. 
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“  But  we  know  how — he  died.” 

“  Mr.  Pruyn  tells  me  that  we  don’t.” 

“  I  beg  you  not  to  put  it  in  that  way,” 
Derek  said,  hurriedly.  “  I  repeated  only 
what  was  told  me,  and  what  was  after¬ 
ward  verified.  Do  you  not  think  we 
can  spare  Mrs.  Eveleth  what  must  be 
so  painful?” 

“  There’s  no  need  to  spare  me,  Mr. 
Pruyn.  I  think  I’ve  reached  the  point 
to  which  old  people  often  come — where 
they  can’t  feel  any  more.” 

“  Oh,  mother,  don’t  say  that,”  Diane 
wailed,  with  a  curiously  childlike  cry. 
She  had  never  before  called  Mrs.  Eve¬ 
leth  mother,  and  the  word  sounded 
strangely  in  this  room  which  had  not 
heard  it  since  Miss  Lucilla  was  a  little 
girl.  “  My  mother  would  rather  know,” 
she  declared,  almost  proudly,  speaking 
again  to  Pruyn,  “than  be  kept  in  ig¬ 
norance  of  something  in  which  she  could 
help  me  so  much.” 

“  What  is  it  ?”  Mrs.  Eveleth  asked, 
eagerly. 

Then  Diane  told  her.  It  had  been 
stated,  so  she  said,  that  George  had  not 
fallen  in  her  defence,  but  by  his  own 
hand — to  escape  her;  and  there  was  no 
one  in  the  world  but  his  own  mother  to 
give  this  monstrous  calumny  the  lie. 
During  the  recital  Mrs.  Eveleth  sat  with 
clasped  hands,  but  with  head  sinking 
lower  at  each  word.  Once  she  murmured 
something  which  only  Miss  Lucilla  was 
near  enough  to  hear: 

“  Then  that’s  why  they  wouldn’t  let  me 
look  at  him  in  his  coffin.” 

“He  did  love  me,  didn’t  he?”  Diane 
cried.  “  He  was  happy  with  me,  wasn’t 
he,  mother  dear?  He  understood  me,  and 
upheld  me,  and  defended  me,  whatever 
I  did.  He  didn’t  want  to  leave  me.  He 
knew  I  should  never  have  cared  for  the 
loss  of  the  money — that  we  could  have 
faced  that  together.  Tell  them  so,  moth¬ 
er;  tell  them.” 

For  the  first  time  since  he  had  known 
her  Derek  saw  Diane  forget  her  reserve 
in  eager  pleading.  She  stepped  forward 
from  Miss  Lucilla’s  embrace,  standing 
before  Mrs.  Eveleth  with  palms  opened 
outward,  in  an  attitude  of  petition. 
The  older  woman  did  not  raise  her  head 
nor  speak. 

“  He  was  happy  with  me,”  Diane  in¬ 
sisted.  “  I  made  him  happy.  I  wasn’t 


the  best  wife  he  could  have  had,  but  he 
was  satisfied  with  me  as  I  was,  in  spite 
of  my  imperfections.  He  was  worried 
sometimes,  especially  toward — toward  the 
last;  but  he  wasn’t  worried  about  me, 
was  he,  mother  dear?” 

Still  the  mother  did  not  speak,  nor 
raise  her  head.  Diane  took  a  step  nearer 
and  began  again. 

“  I  didn’t  know  we  were  living  beyond 
our  means.  I  didn’t  know  what  was  go¬ 
ing  on  around  me.  I  reproach  myself 
for  that.  A  wiser  woman  would  have 
known;  but  I  was  young,  and  foolish,  and 
very,  very  happy.  I  didn’t  know  I  was 
ruining  George,  though  I’m  ready  to  take 
all  the  responsibility  for  it  now.  But  he 
never  blamed  me,  did  he,  mother?  never 
by  a  word,  never  by  a  look.  Oh,  speak, 
and  tell  them.” 

Her  voice  came  out  with  a  sharp  note 
of  anxiety,  in  which  there  was  an  inflec¬ 
tion  almost  of  fear;  but  when  she  ceased 
there  was  silence. 

“  Petite  mere  ”  she  cried,  “  aren’t  you 
going  to  say  anything?” 

The  bowed  head  remained  bowed;  the 
only  sign  came  from  the  trembling  of 
the  extended  hand,  resting  on  the  top  of 
the  stick. 

“  If  you  don’t  speak,”  Diane  cried 
again,  “  they’ll  think  it’s  because  you 
don’t  want  to.” 

If  there  was  a  response  to  this,  it  was 
when  the  head  bent  lower. 

“Mother,”  Diane  cried,  in  alarm,  “I’ve 
no  one  in  the  world  to  speak  a  word  for 
me  but  you.  If  you  don’t  do  it,  they’ll 
believe  I  drove  George  to  his  death — • 
they’ll  say  I  was  such  a  woman  that  he 
killed  himself  rather  than  live  with  me 
any  longer.” 

Suddenly  Mrs.  Eveleth  raised  her  head 
and  looked  round  upon  them  all.  Then 
she  staggered  to  her  feet. 

“  Take  me  away,”  she  said,  in  a  dead 
voice,  to  Lucilla  Van  Tromp.  “Help  me. 
Take  me  away.  I  can’t  bear  any  more.” 
Leaning  on  Miss  Lucilla’s  arm,  she  ad¬ 
vanced  a  step,  and  paused  before  Diane, 
who  stood  wide-eyed,  and  awe-struck 
rather  than  amazed,  at  the  magnitude  of 
this  desertion.  “  May  God  forgive  you, 
Diane,”  she  said,  quietly,  passing  on 
again.  “  I  try  to  do  so ;  but  it’s  hard.” 

While  Derek’s  eyes  were  riveted  on 
Diane,  she  stood  staring  vacantly  at  the 
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empty  doorway  through  which  Mrs.  Eve- 
leth  and  Miss  Lucilla  had  passed  on  their 
way  up-stairs.  This  abandonment  was  so 
far  outside  the  range  of  what  she  had- 
considered  possible  that  there  seemed  to 
be  no  avenues  to  her  intelligence  through 
which  the  conviction  of  it  could  be 
brought  home.  She  gazed,  as  though  her 
own  vision  were  at  fault,  as  though  her 
powers  of  comprehension  had  failed  her. 

Derek,  on  his  part,  watched  her,  with 
the  fascination  with  which  we  watch  a 
man  performing  some  strange  feat  of 
skill — from  whom  first  one  support,  and 
then  another,  and  then  another,  falls 
away,  until  he  is  left  with  nothing  to 
uphold  him,  perilously,  frightfully  alone. 

When  at  length  the  knowledge  of  what 
had  occurred  came  over  her,  Diane  looked 
round  the  familiar  room,  as  though  to 
bring  her  senses  back  out  of  the  realm  of 
the  incredible.  When  her  eyes  rested  on 
him  it  was  simply  to  include  him  among 
the  common  facts  of  earth  after  this  ex¬ 
cursion  into  the  impossible.  She  said 
nothing,  and  her  face  was  blank;  but  the 
little  gesture  of  the  hands — the  little 
limp  French  gesture — the  sudden  lift,  the 
sudden  drop,  the  soft,  tired  sound,  as  the 
arms  fell  against  the  sides — implied  fatal¬ 
ity,  finality,  inexplicability,  and  an  in¬ 
finite  weariness  of  created  things. 

CHAPTER  XIV 

O  you  think  he  did — shoot  him¬ 
self?” 

They  continued  to  stand  staring  into 
each  other’s  eyes — the  width  of  the  room 
between  them.  A  red  azalea  on  the  long 
mahogany  table,  strewn  with  books,  sep¬ 
arated  them  by  its  fierce  splash  of  color. 
The  apathy  of  her  voice  was  not  that  of 
worn-out  emotion,  but  of  emotion  which 
finds  no  adequate  tones.  The  very  way 
in  which  her  inquiry  ignored  all  other 
subjects  between  them  had  its  poignancy. 

“  What  do  you  think  ?” 

“  Oh,  I  suppose  he  did.  Every  one 
says  so;  then  why  shouldn’t  it  be  true? 
If  it  were,  it  would  only  be  of  a  piece 
with  all  the  rest.” 

“  I  reminded  you  last  night  that  he  had 
other  troubles  besides — besides — ” 

“  Besides  those  I  may  have  caused 
him.” 

“  If  you  like  to  put  it  so.  He  might 


have  been  driven  to  a  desperate  act  by 
loss  of  fortune.” 

“  Leaving  me  to  face  poverty  alone. 
No;  I  can’t  think  so  ill  of  him  as  that. 
If  you  suggest  it  by  way  of  offering  me 
consolation,  you’re  making  a  mistake. 
Of  the  two,  I’d  rather  think  of  him  as 
seeking  death  from  horror — horror  of  me ! 
— than  from  simple  cowardice.” 

“  It  would  be  no  new  thing  in  the  his¬ 
tory  of  money  troubles;  and  it  would  re¬ 
lieve  you  of  the  blame.” 

“  To  fasten  it  on  him.  I  see  what  you 
mean ;  but  I  prefer  not  to  accept  that 
kind  of  absolution.  If  there’s  any  con¬ 
solation  left  to  me,  it’s  in  the  pride  of 
having  been  the  wife  of  an  honorable 
man.  Don’t  take  it  away  from  me  as 
long  as  there’s  any  other  explanation 
possible.  I  see  you’re  puzzled;  but  you’d 
have  to  be  a  wife  to  understand  me. 
Accuse  me  of  any  crime  you  like;  take  it 
for  granted  that  I’ve  been  guilty  of  it; 
only  don’t  say  that  he  deserted  me  in 
that  way.  Let  me  keep  at 'least  the  com¬ 
fort  of  his  memory.” 

“  I  want  you  to  keep  all  the  comfort 
you  can  get,  Diane.  God  forbid  that  I 
should  take  from  you  anything  in  which 
you  find  support.  So  far  am  I  from  that, 
that  I  come  to  offer  you — what  I  have 
to  offer.” 

There  was  a  minute’s  silence  before 
she  replied: 

“  I  don’t  know  what  that  is.” 

“  My  name.” 

There  was  another  minute’s  silence, 
during  which  she  looked  at  him  hardly. 

“  What  for  ?” 

“  I  should  think  you’d  see.” 

“  I  don’t.  Will  you  be  good  enough 
to  explain  ?” 

“  Is  that  necessary  ?  Is  this  a  minute 
in  which  to  bandy  words?” 

“  It’s  a  minute  in  which  I  may  be 
permitted  to  ask  the  meaning  of  your 
— generosity.” 

“  It  isn’t  generosity.  I’m  saying  noth¬ 
ing  new.  I’ve  come  only  for  an  answer 
to  the  question  I  asked  you  before  going 
to  South  America,  three  months  ago.” 

“  Oh,  but  I  thought  that  question  had 
answered  itself.” 

u  Then  perhaps  it  has — in  that,  what¬ 
ever  reply  you  might  have  given  me 
under  other  conditions,  now  you  must 
accept  me.” 
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“You  mean,  I  must  accept  —  your 
name.” 

“  My  name,  and  all  that  goes  with  it.” 

“  How  could  you  expect  me  to  do  that, 
after  what  happened  last  night?” 

“  What  happened  last  night  shall  be — 
as  though  it  had  not  happened.” 

“  Could  you  ever  forget  it  ?” 

“  I  didn’t  say  I  should  forget  it.  I 
suppose  I  couldn’t  do  that  any  more  than 
you.  I  said  it  should  be  as  though  it 
hadn’t  been.” 

“  And  what  about  Dorothea  ?” 

“  That  must  be  as  it  may.” 

“  You  mean  that  Dorothea  would  have 
to  take  her  chance.” 

“  She  needn’t  know  anything  about  it 
— yet.” 

“  You  couldn’t  keep  it  from  her  for¬ 
ever.” 

“  No.  But  she’ll  probably  marry  soon. 
After  that  she’ll  understand  things  bet¬ 
ter.” 

“  That  is,  she’ll  understand  the  position 
in  which  you’ve  been  placed — that  you 
could  hardly  have  acted  otherwise.” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  go  into  definitions. 
There  are  times  in  life  when  words  be¬ 
come  as  dangerous  as  explosives.  Let  us 
do  what  we  see  to  be  our  obvious  duty, 
without  saying  too  much  about  it.” 

“  Isn’t  it  your  first  duty  to  protect 
your  child?” 

“  My  first  duty,  as  I  see  it  now,  is  to 
protect  you.” 

“  I  don’t  see  much  to  be  gained  by 
shielding  one  person,  when  you  expose 
another.  What  happens  to  me  is  a  small 
matter  compared  with  the  consequences 
to  her.” 

“  Your  influence  hasn’t  hurt  her  in  the 
past;  why  should  it  do  so  now?” 

“  You  forget  that  there  are  other  things 
besides  my  influence.  Her  whole  posi¬ 
tion,  her  whole  life,  would  be  changed,  if 
she  had  for  a  mother — if  you  had  for  a 
wife — a  notorious  woman  like  me.” 

“  There  are  situations  where  the  child 
must  follow  the  parent.” 

“  But  there  are  none,  as  far  as  I 
know,  in  which  the  parent  must  sacri¬ 
fice  the  child.” 

“  I  don’t  agree  with  you.  There  are 
moments  in  which  we  must  act  in  a  cer¬ 
tain  definite  manner,  no  matter  what  may 
be  the  outcome.  Don’t  let  us  talk  of  it 
any  more,  Diane.  You  must  know  as 
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well  as  I  that  there  is  but  one  thing  for 
us  to  do.” 

“You  mean,  of  course,  that  I  must 
marry  you.” 

“  You  must  give  me  the  right  to  take 
care  of  you.” 

“  Because  it’s  a  duty  that  no  one  else 
would  assume.  That’s  what  it  comes  to, 
isn’t  it  ?” 

“  I  repeat  that  I  don’t  want  to  dis¬ 
cuss  it — ” 

“  You  must  let  me  point  out  that  some 
amount  of  discussion  is  needed.  If  we 
didn’t  have  it  before  marriage,  we  should 
have  it  afterwards,  when  it  would  be 
worse.  You  won’t  think  I’m  boasting 
if  I  say  that  I  think  my  vision  is  a 
little  keener  than  yours,  and  that  I  see 
what  you’d  be  doing  more  clearly  than 
you  do  yourself.  You  know  me  —  or 
you  think  you  know  me — as  a  guilty 
woman,  homeless,  penniless,  and  with¬ 
out  a  friend  in  the  world.  You  don’t 
want  to  leave  me  to  my  fate,  and 
there’s  no  way  of  helping  me  but  one. 
That  way  you’re  prepared  to  take,  cost 
what  it  will.  I  admire  you  for  it ;  I 
thank  you  for  it;  I  know  you  would  do 
it  like  a  man.  But  it’s  just  because  you 
would  do  it  like  a  man — because  you  are 
doing  it  like  a  man — that  your  kindness 
is  far  more  cruel  than  scorn.  No  woman, 
not  the  weakest,  not  the  worst,  among  us, 
would  consent  to  be  taken  as  you’re  offer¬ 
ing  to  take  me.  A  man  might  bring 
himself  to  accept  that  kind  of  pity;  but 
a  woman — never!  You  said  just  now 
that  you  had  come  to  offer  me — what  you 
had  to  offer;  but  surely  I’m  not  fallen 
so  low  as  to  have  to  take  it.” 

“  I  said  I  offered  you  my  name  and  all 
that  goes  with  it.  I  would  try  to  tell  you 
what  it  is,  only  that  I  find  something  in 
our  relative  positions  transcending  words. 
But  since  you  need  words — since  appar¬ 
ently  you  prefer  plainness  of  speech — I’ll 
tell  you  something:  I  saw  the  Marquis 
de  Bienville  this  morning.” 

She  looked  up  with  a  new  expression, 
verging  on  that  of  curiosity. 

“And—?” 

“  Since  then,”  he  continued,  “  I’ve  be¬ 
come  even  more  deeply  conscious  than  T 
was  before  of  the  ineradicable  nature  of 
what  I  feel  for  you.” 

“  Ah  ?” 

“  I’ve  come  to  see  that,  whatever  may 
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have  happened,  whatever  you  may  be,  I 
want  you  as  my  wife.” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  you  would  over¬ 
look  wrong-doing  on  my  part,  and — and — 
care  for  me,  just  the  same?” 

“  I  mean  that  life  isn’t  a  conceivable 
thing  to  me  without  you;  I  mean  that  no 
considerations  in  the  world  have  any  force, 
as  against  my  desire  to  get  you.  What¬ 
ever  your  life  has  been,  I  subscribe  to  it. 
Listen !  When  I  saw  Bienville  this  morn¬ 
ing  he  withdrew  what  he  said  on  ship¬ 
board — as  nearly  as  possible,  without 
giving  himself  the  lie,  he  denied  it — 
and  yet,  Diane,  and  yet  I  knew  his  first 
story  was — the  truth.  No,  don’t  shrink. 
Don’t  cry  out.  Let  me  go  on.  I  swear 
to  God  that  it  makes  no  difference.  I 
see  the  whole  thing  from  another  point 
of  view.  I’ll  not  only  take  you  as  you 
are,  but  I  want  you  as  you  are.  I  give 
you  my  honor,  which  is  dearer  than  my 
life — I  give  you  my  child,  who  is  more 
precious  than  my  honor.  Everything — 
everything  is  cheap,  so  long  as  I  can  win 
you.  Don’t  shrink  from  me,  Diane. 
Don’t  look  at  me  like  that — ” 

“  Plow  can  I  help  shrinking  from  any¬ 
thing  so  base?” 

Her  voice  rose  scarcely  above  a  whis¬ 
per,  but  it  checked  the  movement  with 
which,  after  the  minutes  of  almost  mo¬ 
tionless  confrontation,  he  came  towards 
her  with  eager  arms. 

“  Base  ?”  he  echoed,  offended. 

“  Yes — base.  That  a  man  should  care 
for  a  woman  whom  he  thinks  to  be 
bad  is  comprehensible;  that  he  should 
wish  to  make  her  his  wife  is  credible; 
that  he  should  hope  to  lift  her  out  of  her 
condition  is  admirable ;  but  that  he  should 
descend  from  his  own  high  plane  to  stay 
on  hers  is  despicably  weak;  while  to  drag 
down  with  him  a  girl  in  the  very  flower 
of  her  purity  is  a  crime  without  a  name.” 

The  dark  flush  showed  how  quickly 
his  haughty  spirit  responded  to  the  flicker 
of  the  lash. 

“  If  you  choose  to  put  that  inter¬ 
pretation  on  my  words — ”  he  began,  in¬ 
dignantly. 

“I  don’t;  but  it’s  the  interpretation 
they  deserve.  There’s  almost  no  indignity 
that  can  be  uttered  which  you  haven’t 


heaped  upon  me;  and  of  them  all,  this 
last  is  the  hardest  to  be  borne.  I  bear 
it ;  I  forgive  it ;  because  it  convinces  me 
of  what  I’ve  been  afraid  of  all  along — 
that  I’m  a  woman  who  throws  some  sort 
of  evil  influence  over  men.  Even  you 
are  not  exempt  from  it — even  you!  Oh, 
Derek,  go  away  from  me.  If  you  won’t 
do  it  for  your  own  sake,  do  it  for  Dor¬ 
othea’s.  I  won’t  do  battle  with  Bien¬ 
ville’s  accusations  now.  Perhaps  I  may 
never  do  battle  with  them  at  all.  What 
does  it  matter  whether  he  tells  the  truth 
or  lies?  The  pressing  thing  just  now  is 
that  you  s*hould  be  saved — ” 

“  Thank  you ;  I  can  take  care  of  my¬ 
self.  Let’s  have  no  more  fine  splitting  of 
moral  hairs.  Let  us  settle  the  thing,  and 
be  done  with  it.  There’s  one  big  fact 
before  us,  and  only  one.  You  can’t  do 
without  me;  I  can’t  do  without  you.  It’s 
a  crisis  at  which  we’ve  the  right  to  think 
only  of  ourselves  and  thrust  every  one 
else  outside.” 

“  Wait!”  she  cried,  as  he  advanced  once 
more  upon  her.  “  Wait !  Let  me  tell 
you  something.  You  mustn’t  be  hard  on 
me  for  saying  it.  You  asked  just  now 
for  my  answer  to  your  question  of  three 
months  ago.  My  answer  is — ” 

“  Diane !”  he  said,  lifting  his  hand  in 
warning.  “  Be  careful.  Don’t  speak  in 
a  hurry.  I’m  not  in  a  mood  to  plead  or 
argue  any  longer.  What  you  say  now 
will  be — the  irrevocable  word.” 

“  I  know  it.  It  will  not  only  be  the 
irrevocable  word,  but  the  last  word. 
Derek,  I  see  you  as  you  are,  a  strong, 
simple,  honest  man.  I  admire  you ;  I 
esteem  you;  I  honor  you;  I’m  grateful 
to  you  as  a  woman  is  rarely  grateful  to 
a  man.  And  yet  I’d  rather  be  all  you 
think  me;  I’d  rather  earn  my*  bread  as 
desperate  women  do  earn  it,  than  be 
your  wife.” 

They  looked  at  each  other  long  and 
steadily.  When  he  spoke,  his  words  were 
those  she  had  invited,  but  they  made  her 
gasp  as  one  gasps  at  that  which  suddenly 
takes  one’s  breath. 

“  As  you  will.”  he  said,  briefly. 

And  without  so  much  as  another  glance 
he  turned  and  left  her. 

[to  be  continued.] 


The  Inner  Shrine 

A  NOVEL 


CHAPTER  XV 

S  the  pivot  of  events  Miss  Lucilla 
Van  Tromp  was  beginning  to  feel 
the  responsibilities  of  her  position.  Only 
a  woman  with  an  inexhaustible  heart 
could  have  met  as  she  did  the  demands 
for  sympathy,  of  various  shades,  made  by 
the  chief  participants  in  the  drama;  while 
there  was  one  phase  of  the  action  which 
called  for  a  heroic  display  of  conscience. 

It  was  impossible  now  to  contemplate 
Marion  Grimston’s  peril  without  a  grave 
sense  of  the  duties  imposed  by  friend¬ 
ship.  Some  people  might  stand  by,  and 
see  a  girl  wreck  her  happiness  by  giving 
her  heart  to  an  unworthy  suitor,  but  Miss 
Van  Tromp  was  not  among  that  number. 
It  was,  in  fact,  one  of  those  junctures  at 
which  all  her  good  instincts  prompted  her 
to  say,  “  I  ought  to  go  and  tell  her.” 
As  a  patriotic  spinster  she  held  decided 
views  on  the  question  of  marriage  be¬ 
tween  American  heiresses  and  impecuni¬ 
ous  foreign  noblemen — and,  in  her  eyes, 
all  foreign  noblemen  were  impecunious ! 
— in  any  case;  but  to  see  Marion  Grim- 
ston  become  the  victim  of  her  parents’ 
vulgar  ambition  gave  to  the  subject  a 
personal  bearing  which  made  her  duty 
urgent.  If  ever  there  was  a  moment 
when  a  goddess  in  a  machine  could  feel 
justified  in  descending,  for  active  inter¬ 
vention,  it  was  now.  She  had  the  less 
hesitation  in  doing  so,  owing  to  the  fact 
that  she  had  known  Marion  since  her 
cradle;  and  between  the  two  there  had 
always  existed  the  subtle  tie  which  not 
seldom  binds  the  widely  diverse  but  es¬ 
sentially  like-minded  together.  Accord¬ 
ingly,  on  a  bright  May  morning,  within  a 
few  days  of  the  last  meeting  between 
Derek  Pruyn  and  Diane  Eveleth,  she  sal¬ 
lied  forth  to  the  fashionable  quarter  where 
Mrs.  Bayford  dwelt,  coming  home,  some 
two  hours  later,  with  a  considerably  ex¬ 
tended  knowledge  of  the  possibilities  in¬ 
herent  in  human  nature. 

The  tale  Miss  Lucilla  told  was  that 


which  had  already  been  many  times  re¬ 
peated,  each  narrator  lending  to  it  the 
color  imparted  by  his  own  views  of  life. 
As  now  set  forth  it  became  the  story  of 
a  girl  sought  in  marriage  by  a  man  who 
has  inflicted  mortal  wrong  upon  an  inno¬ 
cent  young  woman.  With  unconscious 
art  Miss  Lucilla  placed  Marion  Grim- 
ston  herself  in  the  centre  of  the  piece, 
making  the  subsidiary  characters  revolve 
around  her.  This  situation  brought  with 
it  a  double  duty :  the  one  explicit,  in  right¬ 
ing  the  oppressed,  the  other  implicit — 
for  Miss  Lucilla  balked  at  putting  it  too 
plainly  into  words — in  punishing  a  wick¬ 
ed  marquis. 

The  girl  sat  with  head  slightly  bowed, 
and  rich  color  deepening.  If  she  showed 
emotion  at  all,  it  was  in  her  haughty 
stillness,  as  though  she  voluntarily  put 
all  expression  out  of  her  face,  until  the 
recital  was  ended.  The  effect  on  Miss 
Lucilla,  as  they  sat  side  by  side  on  a 
sofa,  was  slightly  disconcerting,  so  that 
she  came  to  her  conclusion  lamely. 

“  Of  course,  my  dear,  I  don’t  know 
his  side  of  the  story,  or  what  he  may  have 
to  say  in  self-defence.  I’m  only  telling 
you  what  I’ve  heard,  and  just  as  I  heard 
it.” 

“  I  dare  say  it’s  quite  right.” 

The  brevity  and  suggested  cynicism 
of  this  reply  produced  in  Miss  Lucilla  a 
little  shock. 

“  Oh  !  Then,  you  think —  ?” 

“  There  would  be  nothing  surprising 
in  it.  It’s  the  sort  of  thing  that’s  always 
happening  in  Paris.  It’s  one  of  the  pe¬ 
culiarities  of  that  society  that  you  can 
never  believe  half  the  evil  you  hear  of 
any  one — not  even  if  it’s  told  you  by  the 
man  himself.  I  might  go  so  far  as  to  say 
that,  when  it’s  told  you  by  himself,  you’re 
least  of  all  inclined  to  credit  it.” 

“  But  how  dreadful !” 

“  Things  are  dreadful  or  not,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  degree  in  which  you’re  used  to 
them.  I’ve  grown  up  in  that  atmosphere, 
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and  so  I  can  endure  it.  In  fact,  any 
other  atmosphere  seems  to  me  to  lack 
some  of  the  necessary  ingredients  of  air; 
just  as  to  some  people — to  Napoleon,  for 
instance — a  woman  who  isn’t  rouged  isn’t 
wholly  dressed.” 

“  I  know  that’s  only  your  way  of  talk¬ 
ing,  dear.  Oh,  you  can’t  shock  me.” 

“  At  any  rate,  the  way  of  talking  shows 
you  what  I  mean.  I  can  quite  understand 
how  Monsieur  de  Bienville  might  have 
said  that  of  Mrs.  Eveleth.” 

Lucilla’s  look  of  pain  induced  Miss 
Grimston  promptly  to  qualify  her  state¬ 
ment. 

“  I  said,  I  could  understand  it;  I  did¬ 
n’t  say  I  respected  it.  It’s  only  what’s 
been  said  of  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
women  in  Paris  by  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  men,  and  in  the  place  where  they’ve 
said  it,  it’s  taken  with  the  traditional 
grain  of  salt.  If  all  had  gone  as  it  was 
going  at  the  time — if  the  Eveleths  had¬ 
n’t  lost  their  money — if  Mr.  Eveleth  had¬ 
n't  shot  himself — if  Mrs.  Eveleth  had 
kept  her  place  in  French  society — the 
story  wouldn’t  have  done  her  any  harm. 
People  would  have  shrugged  their  shoul¬ 
ders  at  it,  and  forgotten  it.  It’s  the 
transferring  of  the  scene  here,  among 
you,  that  makes  it  grave.  All  your  ideas 
are  so  different  that  what’s  bad  becomes 
worse,  by  being  carried  out  of  its  mi¬ 
lieu.  Monsieur  de  Bienville  must  be  made 
to  understand  that,  and  repair  the  wrong.” 

“  You  seem  to  think  there’s  no  question 
but  that — there  is  a  wrong?” 

“  Oh,  I  suppose  there  isn’t.  There  are 
so  many  cases  of  the  kind.  Mrs.  Eveleth 
is  probably  neither  more  nor  less  than 
one  of  the  many  Frenchwomen  of  her 
rank  in  life,  who  like  to  skate  out  on  the 
thin  edge  of  excitement  without  any  in¬ 
tention  of  going  through.  There  are  al¬ 
ways  women  like  my  aunt  Bayford  to 
think  the  worst  of  people  of  that  sort,  and 
to  say  it.” 

“And  yet  I  don’t  see  how  that  jus¬ 
tifies  Monsieur  de  Bienville.” 

“It  doesn’t  justify;  it  only  explains. 
Responsibility  presses  less  heavily  on  the 
individual  when  it’s  shared.” 

“  But  wouldn’t  the  person — you’ll  for¬ 
give  me,  dear,  won’t  you,  if  I’m  going  too 
far? — wouldn’t  the  person  who  has  to  take 
his  part  in  that  kind  of  responsibility, 
be  a  doubtful  keeper  of  one’s  happiness?” 


Miss  Grimston,  half  lowering  her 
eyes,  looked  at  her  visitor  with  slumber¬ 
ous  suspension  of  expression,  and  made 
no  reply. 

“  If  a  man  isn’t  good — ”  Miss  Lucilla 
began,  again,  tremblingly. 

“  No  man  is  perfect.” 

“  True,  dear;  and  yet  are  there  not  cer¬ 
tain  qualities  which  we  ought  to  consider 
as  essentials — ?” 

“  Monsieur  de  Bienville  has  those  qual¬ 
ities  for  me.” 

“  But  surely,  dear,  you  can’t  mean —  ?” 

“  Yes,  I  do  mean.” 

The  avowal  was  made  quietly,  with 
the  still  bearing  of  one  who  gives  a  few 
drops  of  confession  out  of  deep  oceans  of 
reserve.  Miss  Lucilla  gazed  at  her  in 
astonishment.  That  her  parents  should 
sacrifice  her  was  not  surprising;  but  that 
she  should  be  willing  to  sacrifice  herself 
went  beyond  the  limits  of  thought.  The 
revelation  that  Marion  could  actually  love 
the  man  was  so  startling  that  it  shocked 
her  out  of  her  timidity,  loosening  the 
strings  of  her  eloquence  and  unsealing 
the  sources  of  her  maternal  tenderness. 
There  was  nothing  original  in  Miss  Lu¬ 
cilla’s  subsequent  line  of  argument.  It 
was  the  old,  oft-uttered,  futile  appeal  to 
the  head,  when  the  heart  has  already 
spoken.  It  premised  the  possibility  of 
placing  one’s  affections  where  one  cannot 
give  one’s  respect,  regardless  of  the  fact 
that  the  thing  is  done  a  thousand  times 
a  day.  It  reasoned,  it  predicted,  it  im¬ 
plored,  with  an  effect  no  more  disintegra¬ 
ting  on  the  girl’s  decision  than  moon¬ 
beams  make  upon  a  mountain  Through 
it  all,  she  sat  and  listened  with  the  veiled 
eyes,  and  mysterious  impassivity,  which 
gave  to  her  personality  a  curiously  in¬ 
calculable  quality,  as  of  a  force  present¬ 
ing  none  of  the  ordinary  phenomena  by 
which  to  measure  or  compute  it. 

It  was  not  till  Miss  Lucilla  touched 
on  the  subject  of  honor  that  she  ob¬ 
tained  any  sign  of  the  effect  she  was  pro¬ 
ducing.  It  was  no  more  on  Marion’s  part 
than  an  uneasy  movement,  but  it  be¬ 
trayed  its  cause.  Miss  Lucilla  pressed  her 
point  with  renewed  insistence,  and  pres¬ 
ently  two  big  tears  hung  on  the  long, 
black  lashes  and  rolled  down. 

“  I  should  like  to  see  Mrs.  Eveleth.” 

Like  the  hasty  raising  and  dropping 
of  a  curtain  on  some  jealously  guarded 
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view,  the  words  gave  to  Miss  Lucilla  but 
a  fleeting  glimpse  of  what  was  passing 
in  the  obscure  recesses  of  the  girl’s  heart; 
but  she  determined  to  make  the  most  of 
it  by  fixing,  there  and  then,  the  day  and 
hour  when,  without  apparently  forcing 
the  event,  the  two  might  come  face  to  face 
on  the  neutral  ground  of  Gramercy  Park. 

It  was  a  meeting  that,  when  it  took 
place,  would  have  been  attended  with 
embarrassment,  had  not  both  young 
women  been  practised  in  the  ways  of 
their  little  world.  Progress  in  mutual 
understanding  was  made  the  easier  by 
the  existence,  on  both  sides,  of  the 
European  view  of  life,  with  its  fusion 
of  interests,  its  softness  of  outline,  its 
give  and  take  of  toleration,  in  contra¬ 
distinction  to  the  sharp,  clear,  insistent, 
American  demands  for  a  certain  line  of 
conduct,  and  no  other  Five  minutes  had 
not  gone  by  in  talk  before  each  found  in 
the  other’s  presence  that  sense  of  repose 
which  comes  from  similar  habits  of 
thought,  and  a  common  native  idiom. 
Whatever  grounds  for  difference  they 
might  find,  they  were,  at  .least,  ranged 
on  the  same  side  in  that  battle  wdiich  the 
two  hemispheres  half  unconsciously  wrage 
upon  each  other  as  to  the  main  purposes 
of  life.  Thus  they  were  able  to  approach 
their  subject  without  that  first  prelim¬ 
inary  shock,  which  makes  it  difficult  for 
races  to  agree;  and  thus,  too,  Marion 
Grimston  found  herself,  before  she  was 
aware  of  it,  pouring  out  to  Diane  Eve- 
leth  that  heart  which,  in  response  to  Miss 
Lucilla’s  tender  pleading,  had  been  dumb. 

They  sat  in  the  big,  sombre  library 
where,  only  a  few  days  ago,  Diane 
had  seen  Derek  Pruyn  turn  his  back  on 
her,  without  even  a  gesture  of  farewTell. 
On  the  long  mahogany  table  the  red 
azalea  was  in  almost  passionate  luxuri¬ 
ance  of  blossom;  while  through  the  open 
window  faint  odors  of  lilac  came  from 
Miss  Lucilla’s  bit  of  garden. 

“  I  don’t  want  you  to  think  him  worse 
than  you’re  obliged  to,”  Marion  said,  as 
though  in  defence  of  the  stand  her  heart 
had  taken.  “  I’ve  been  told  that  very 
few  men  possess  the  two  kinds  of  courage 
— the  moral  and  the  physical.  Savonarola 
had  the  one  and  Nelson  had  the  other; 
but  neither  of  them  had  both.  And  of 
the  two,  for  me,  the  physical  is  the  es¬ 


sential.  I  can’t  help  it.  If  I  had  to 
choose  between  a  soldier  and  a  saint,  I’d 
take  the  soldier.  When  the  worst  is  said 
of  Monsieur  de  Bienville,  it  must  be 
admitted  that  he’s  brave.” 

“  I’ve  always  understood  that  he  was 
a  good  rider  and  a  good  shot,”  Diane 
admitted.  “  I’ve  no  doubt  that  in  battle 
he  would  conduct  himself  like  a  hero.” 

The  girl’s  head  went  up  proudly,  and 
from  the  languorous  eyes  there  came  one 
splendid  flash  before  the  lids  fell  over 
them  again. 

“  I  know  he  would ;  and  when  a  man 
has  that  sort  of  courage  he’s  worth  sav¬ 
ing.” 

“  You  admit,  then,  that  he  needs  to 
be — saved  ?” 

Again  the  heavy  lids  were  lifted  for 
one  brief,  search-light  glance. 

“  Yes ;  I  admit  that.  I  believe  he  has 
wronged  you.  I  can’t  tell  you  how  I 
know  it;  but  I  do.  It’s  to  tell  you  so  that 
I’ve  asked  you  to  come  here.  I  hoped 
to  make  you  see,  as  I  do,  that  he’s  capable 
of  doing  it  without  appreciating  the  na¬ 
ture  of  his  crime.  If  we  could  get  him 
to  see  that — ” 

“  Then — what?” 

“  He’d  make  you  reparation.” 

“  Are  you  so  sure  ?” 

“  I’m  very  sure.  If  he  didn’t — ” 

The  consequences  of  that  possibility 
being  difficult  of  expression,  she  hung 
upon  her  words. 

“  I  should  be  sorry  to  have  you  brought 
to  so  momentous  a  decision  on  my  ac¬ 
count.” 

“  It  wouldn’t  be  on  your  account ;  it 
would  be  on  my  own.  I  understand  my¬ 
self  well  enough  to  see  that  I  could  love 
a  dishonorable  man;  but  I  couldn’t  mar¬ 
ry  him.” 

“  You  have,  of  course,  your  own  idea 
as  to  what  makes  a  man  dishonorable.” 

“  What  makes  a  man  dishonorable  is 
to  persist  in  dishonor  after  he  has  become 
aware  of  it.  Any  one  may  speak  thought¬ 
lessly,  or  boastfully,  or  foolishly,  and  be 
forgiven  for  it.  But  he  can’t  be  forgiven 
if  he  keeps  it  up,  especially  when  by  his 
doing  so  a  woman  has  to  suffer.” 

The  movement  with  which  Diane  push¬ 
ed  back  her  chair  and  rose  betrayed  a 
troubled  rather  than  an  impatient  spirit. 

11  Miss  Grimston,”  she  said,  standing 
before  the  girl  and  looking  down  upon 
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her,  “  I  should  almost  prefer  not  to  have 
you  take  my  affairs  into  your  con¬ 
sideration.  I  doubt  if  they’re  worth  it. 
I  can’t  deny  that  I  shrink  from  be¬ 
coming  a  factor  in  your  life,  as  well  as 
from  feeling  that  you  must  make  your 
decisions,  or  unmake  them,  with  reference 
to  me.” 

“  I’m  not  making  my  decisions,  or  un¬ 
making  them,  with  reference  to  you;  it’s 
with  reference  to  Monsieur  de  Bienville, 
lie  has  my  father’s  consent  to  his  asking 
me  to  be  his  wife.  I  understand  that,  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  formal  French  fashion,  he’s 
going  to  do  it  to-morrow.  Before  I  give 
him  an  answer  I  must  know  that  he  is 
such  a  man  as  I  could  marry.” 

“  You  would  have  thought  him  so  if 
you  hadn’t  heard  this  about  me.” 

“  Even  so,  it’s  better  for  me  to  have 
heard  it.  Any  prudent  person  would  tell 
you  that.  What  I’m  going  to  ask  you  to 
do  now  will  not  be  for  your  sake ;  it  will 
be  for  mine.” 

“  You’re  going  to  ask  me  to  do  some¬ 
thing?” 

“  Yes;  to  see  Monsieur  de  Bienville.” 

Diane  recoiled,  with  an  expression 
of  dismay. 

“  I  know  it  will  be  hard  for  you,”  Miss 
Grimston  pursued,  “and  I  wouldn’t  ask 
you  to  do  it  if  it  were  not  the  straightest 
way  out  of  a  perplexing  situation.  I’ve 
confidence  enough  in*him  to  believe  that 
when  he  has  seen  you  and  heard  your 
story,  he’ll  act  according  to  the  dictates 
of  a  nature  which  I  know  to  be  essential¬ 
ly  honorable,  even  if  it’s  weak.  You  can 
see  what  that  will  mean  to  us  all.  It  will 
not  only  clear  you  and  rehabilitate  him, 
but  it  will  bring  happiness  to  me.” 

There  was  something  in  the  way  in 
which  these  brief  statements  were  made 
that  gave  them  the  nature  of  an  appeal. 
The  very  difficulty  of  the  reserved  heart 
in  speaking  out — the  shame-flushed  cheek 
— the  subdued  voice — the  halting  breath 
— had  on  Diane  a  more  potent  effect  than 
eloquence.  What  was  left  of  her  own 
hope,  too,  at  once  put  forth  its  claim  at 
the  possibility  of  getting  justice.  It  was 
a  matter  of  taking  her  courage  in  both 
hands,  in  one  tremendous  effort,  but  the 
fact  that  this  girl  believed  in  her  was  a 
stimulus  to  making  the  attempt.  Before 
they  parted — with  stammering  expres¬ 
sions  of  mutual  sympathy — she  had  given 
her  word  to  do  it. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

IN  the  degree  to  which  masculine  good 
looks  and  elegance  are  accessories  to 
impressing  a  maid’s  heart,  the  Mar¬ 
quis  de  Bienville  had  reason  to  be  sure 
of  the  effect  he  was  producing,  as  he 
bent  and  kissed  Miss  Marion  Grimston’s 
hand,  in  her  aunt’s  drawing-room,  on 
the  following  afternoon.  He  was  not 
surprised  to  detect  the  thrill  that  shot 
through  her  being  at  his  act  of  homage, 
and  communicated  itself  back  to  him; 
for  he  was  tolerably  certain  of  her  love. 
That  had  been,  to  all  intents  and  pur¬ 
poses,  confessed  more  than  two  years 
ago;  while,  during  the  intervening  time, 
he  had  not  lacked  signs  that  the  gift 
once  bestowed  had  never  been  withdrawn. 
He  had  stood  for  a  few  seconds  at  the 
threshold  on  entering  the  room,  just  to 
rejoice  consciously  at  his  great  good  for¬ 
tune:  She  had  risen,  but  not  advanced, 
to  meet  him,  her  tall  figure,  sheathed  in 
some  close-fitting  soft  stuff,  thrown  into 
relief  by  the  dark  blue  velvet  portiere 
behind  her.  He  was  not  unaware  of 
his  unworthiness  in  the  presence  of  this 
superb  young  creature,  and  as  he  crossed 
the  room,  it  was  with  the  humility  of  a 
worshipper  before  a  shrine. 

“  Mademoiselle,”  he  said,  simply,  when 
he  had  raised  himself,  “  I  come  to  tell 
you  that  I  love  you.” 

The  glance,  slightly  oblique,  of  sus¬ 
pended  expression  with  which  she  re¬ 
ceived  the  words  encouraged  him  to 
continue. 

“  I  know  how  far  what  I  have  to  give 
is  beneath  the  honor  of  your  acceptance; 
and  yet  when  men  love  they  are  impelled 
to  offer  all  the  little  that  they  have.  My 
one  hope  lies  in  the  fact  that  a  woman 
like  you  doesn’t  love  a  man  for  what  he 
is — but  for  what  she  can  make  him.” 

The  words  were  admirably  chosen, 
reaching  her  heart  with  a  force  greater 
than  he  knew. 

“  A  woman,”  she  answered,  with  a 
certain  stately  uplifting  of  the  head,  “  can 
only  make  a  man  that  which  he  has  al¬ 
ready  the  power  to  become.  She  may  be 
able  to  point  out  the  way;  but  it’s  for  him 
to  follow  it.” 

“  I  don’t  think  you’d  see  me  hesitate 
at  that.” 

“  I’m  glad  you  say  so;  because  the  road 
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I  should  have  to  ask  you  to  take  would 
be  a  hard  one.” 

The  startled  toss  of  his  handsome  head, 
ihe  light  of  alarm  in  his  eyes,  were 
like  those  she  remembered  to  have  seen 
in  a  stag  she  had  stalked  last  year  in 
Scotland.  It  was  the  fear  of  the  creature 
that  relies  on  its  scent  for  danger,  and 
is  ever  on  the  alert  against  being  caught. 
After  the  first  involuntary  movement  he 
stood  his  ground,  and  gave  his  answer 
promptly. 

“  The  harder  the  better,  if  it’s  anything 
by  which  I  can  prove  my  love.” 

“  It  is ;  but  it’s  not  only  that ;  it’s 
something  by  which  you  could  prove 
mine.” 

His  face  brightened. 

“  In  that  case,  mademoiselle, — speak.” 

She  took  an  instant  to  assemble  her 
forces,  standing  before  him  with  a  calm¬ 
ness  she  did  not  feel. 

“You  must  forgive  me,”  she  said,  try¬ 
ing  to  keep  her  voice  steady,  “  if  I  take 
the  initiative,  as  no  girl  is  often  called 
upon  to  do.  Perhaps  I  should  hesitate 
more  if  you  hadn’t  told  me,  two  years 
ago,  what  I  know  you’ve  come  to  repeat 
to-day.  The  fact  that  I’ve  waited  those 
two  years  to  hear  you  say  it  gives  me  a 
right  that  otherwise  I  shouldn’t  claim.” 

lie  bowed. 

“  There  are  no  rights  that  a  woman 
can  have  over  a  man  which  you,  made¬ 
moiselle,  do  not  possess  over  me.” 

“  Before  telling  me  again,”  she  con¬ 
tinued,  speaking  with  difficulty,  “what 
you’ve  told  me  already,  I  want  to  say 
that  I  can  only  listen  to  it  on  one  con¬ 
dition.” 

“Which  is—?” 

“  That  your  own  conscience  is  at  peace 
with  itself.” 

Again  there  was  that  startled  toss  of 
the  head,  but  he  answered  bravely : 

“  Is  one’s  conscience  ever  at  peace  with 
itself  ?  A  woman’s,  perhaps ;  but  a 
man’s — !” 

He  shook  his  head  with  that  wistful 
smile  of  contrition  which  is  already  a 
plea  for  pardon. 

“  I’m  not  speaking  of  life  in  general, 
but  of  something  in  particular.  I  want 
you  to  understand,  before  you  ask  me — 
what  you’ve  come  to  ask,  that  you  could¬ 
n't  make  one  woman  happy  while  you’re 
doing  another  a  great  wrong.” 


He  was  sure  now  of  what  was  in  store 
for  him,  and  braced  himself  for  his  part. 
He  was  one  of  those  men  who  need  but  to 
see  peril  to  see  also  the  way  of  meeting 
it.  He  stood  for  a  minute,  very  straight 
and  erect,  like  a  soldier  before  a  court 
martial — a  culprit  whose  guilt  is  half 
excused  by  his  very  manliness. 

“  I  have  wronged  women.  They’ve 
wronged  me,  too.  All  I  can  do  to  show 
I’m  sorry  for  it  is — not  to  give  them  the 
same  sort  of  offence  again.” 

“  I’m  thinking  of  one  woman  —  one 
woman  in  particular.” 

He  threw  back  his  head  with  fine  con¬ 
fidence. 

“  I  don’t  know  her.” 

“  Think.  Perhaps  you’ve  forgotten 
her.” 

“  I  don’t  know  her,”  he  repeated,  en¬ 
ergetically.  “  There  isn’t  a  woman  in 
the  world  who  can  charge  me  with  a 
wrong  which  she  herself  didn’t  share.” 

She  lifted  the  portiere  against  which 
she  stood,  advancing  a  few  paces  into  a 
dim  second  drawing-room.  From  some 
shadowy  recess  in  the  background  Diane 
stepped  forward,  and  together  they  turned 
to  where  Bienville  waited.  Diane  greeted 
him  with  a  barely  perceptible  inclination 
of  the  head,  but  he  ignored  it,  in  order 
to  speak  first. 

“  Has  this  lady,”  he  asked,  turning  to 
Miss  Grimston  with  an  air  of  perplexity, 
“anything  to  do  with  what  you’ve  just 
been  saying?” 

“Yes,”  she  answered;  “I  invited  her 
here  this  afternoon  for  a  very  special 
purpose.” 

“  Then  perhaps  she’ll  be  good  enough 
to  tell  me  what  it  is.” 

Diane’s  reply  came  with  disconcerting 
straightforwardness. 

“  It’s  to  appeal  to  your  mercy.  I  think 
you  must  have  some  for  me  or  you  would¬ 
n’t  be  a  Frenchman.” 

He  took  an  instant  in  which  to  for¬ 
mulate  his  reply. 

“  I  don’t  see  why  you  should  find  it 
necessary  to  ask  for  that.  I’ve  shown 
you  mercy,  and  I’m  ready  to  continue 
doing  so.” 

“  Will  you  tell  me  how  ?” 

“  I  thought  some  one  else  might  have 
done  that  already.  If  he  hasn’t,  it  might 
be  well  for  you  to  ask  him.” 

“  Since  apparently  you  know  my  affairs, 
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you  must  be  conscious  of  the  injury 
you’re  doing  me.” 

“  I’m  conscious  of  the  injury  you’ve 
done  yourself.  Why  put  the  responsi¬ 
bility  on  me?  I  do  my  best  to  blot  out 
the  past  by  saying  no  more  about  it.  How 
much  farther  is  it  possible  for  me  to  go?” 

She  turned  towards  Marion  with  a  lit¬ 
tle  gesture  of  helplessness. 

“  It’s  no  use — ”  she  began,  but  Bien¬ 
ville  broke  in  before  she  could  continue. 

“  If  we  are  to  go  on  with  this  con¬ 
versation,  wouldn’t  it  spare  you,  made¬ 
moiselle,  if  we  did  so  alone?” 

“  No — not  unless  Mrs.  Eveleth  wishes 
it.  I’m  afraid  I  shock  you  by  staying, 
but  you  must  remember  that  I’m  twenty- 
six  years  of  age — as  old  as  Mrs.  Eveleth — 
and  know  quite  well  what  goes  on  in  the 
world  around  me.  I’d  rather  stay,  if 
you’ll  both  allow  me.” 

“  In  that  case,”  said  Bienville,  stepping 
back  a  pace  or  two  and  surveying  them 
both  with  an  odd  smile,  “  my  situation 
is  a  peculiar  one — one  such  as  you’d  have 
to  come  to  America  to  find.  If  I  under¬ 
stand  you  aright,  mademoiselle,  you’re 
under  the  impression  that  this  lady  has 
some  ground  of  complaint  against  me.” 

The  girl  inclined  her  head  assentingly. 

“  So  convinced  are  you  of  that,  that  I 
can  only  do  right  in  your  eyes  by  some 
public  act  of  penitence.” 

She  inclined  her  head  again. 

“  And  if  I  were  to  make  what  our  old 
chroniclers  call  the  amende  honorable, 
wearing  the  white  shroud,  so  to  speak, 
and  carrying  the  lighted  taper,  you  would 
consent  to  become  my  wife.” 

She  looked  at  him  hesitatingly,  but  as 
if  forced  by  some  unseen  hand  she  bowed 
her  head  again. 

“  It’s  a  great  prize.  It’s  even  a  great 
temptation.  But,  if  you’ll  forgive  my 
curiosity,  may  I  inquire  why  you  attach 
so  much  more  credence  to  her  word  than 
you  do  to  mine?” 

“  I’m  not  pitting  word  against  word. 
I’m  only  trying  to  rectify  an  error.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  I  believe  in  you ;  but 
I  believe,  too,  that  you’re  not  acting  up 
to  your  own  high  standard.  You’d  ask 
me  again  how  I  know  it;  but  I  couldn’t 
explain  it  to  you.  I  suppose  it’s  by 
that  woman-instinct  which  it’s  always 
useless  to  try  to  quench  by  argument. 
However  it  comes  about,  I’m  none  the  less 


sure  that  you’re  wronging  an  innocent 
woman ;  and  wronging  yourself  even 
more.” 

“  Since  you  carry  your  convictions  out 
of  the  field  of  argument,  I  don’t  know 
what  there  is  for  me  to  say.” 

“  There’s  nothing  for  you  to  say,  mon¬ 
sieur,”  Diane  broke  in,  quickly,  “  but  to 
tell  the  truth.  I  know  it’s  hard  for  you ; 
but  it  will  be  the  easiest  course  in  the  end. 
I  understand  your  situation  better  than 
you  think.  You’re  a  proud  man  guilty 
of  having,  in  a  moment  of  exasperation, 
spoken  rashly.  As  Miss  Grimston  has 
pointed  out  to  me,  there’s  nothing  un¬ 
pardonable  in  that.  The  crime  comes  in 
ruining  lives  and  breaking  hearts  by  per¬ 
sisting  in  a  lie.” 

“  Take  care,  madame.  There  are  cer¬ 
tain  words  more  offensive  than  any  acts. 
Remember  that  you’re  in  my  power.  So 
far  I’ve  spared  you ;  but  if  I  chose  I  could 
crush  you — like  that!” 

The  snap  of  his  fingers  was  like  the 
cut  of  a  whiplash  on  the  face,  but  Diane 
stood  her  ground. 

“  I  know  you  could.  Any  man  can 
crush  any  woman,  if  he’s  vile  enough. 
My  one  chance  of  salvation  lies  in  the 
possibility  that  you’re  not  as  vile  as  you 
think  yourself.  There  was  a  moment 
when  I  thought  you  might  be,  and  yet, 
on  reflection,  I’ve  never  known  a  French¬ 
man  whose  heart  could  not  be  touched 
by  misery.  You  and  I  have  that,  at  least, 
in  common — that  we  spring  from  the 
same  soil,  of  the  same  blood,  with  the 
same  traditions  pf  honor,  and  pride  of 
race.  It’s  been  something  for  me  to  be 
able  to  say  to  myself  that  no  Bienville 
could  play  to  the  end  the  role  you’ve 
undertaken.  You  boast  that  you  could 
crush  me — like  that !  Of  course  you 
could.  What  am  I  ?  What  protection 
have  I  against  you,  or  any  man,  who 
chooses  to  hunt  me  down  ?  Even  the 
probabilities  are  against  me.  You  and 
I  both  know — every  one  interested  in 
me  knows — that  such  things  are  true 
of  hundreds  of  women  in  the  society 
I  moved  in.  What  more  likely  than  that 
they  should  have  been  true  of  me  ? 
Only,  they  were  not.  They  never  were. 
No  one  knows  it  better  than  yourself. 
T’ll  do  you  the  justice  to  say  that  if  they 
had  been  you’d  be  the  last  to  go  before 
the  world  and  glory  in  the  fact.  It’s 
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because  you  failed  that  you  were  driven 
to  do  it.  Oh,  don’t  fancy  that  I  haven’t 
repented  of  any  injury  I  have  ever  done 
you !  How  much  do  you  want  me  to 
bear?” 

“  I’m  not  putting  anything  upon  you, 
ma  chore  madame.  It’s  the  world.  It 
isn’t  my  fault  if  there’s  one  law  for  the 
woman  and  another  for  the  man.” 

“  Oh,  don’t  keep  that  up,  I  implore 
you.  There’s  only  one  person  in  the  world 
who  would  take  my  word  against  yours — 
and  that’s  the  woman  who  loves  you.” 

“  Then  you  do  love  me  ?” 

He  looked  from  Diane  to  Marion,  who 
returned  his  gaze  with  something  like  a 
speechless  assent. 

“Yes,  she  loves  you,”  Diane  hurried 
on ;  “  she  loves  you  as  God  loves — for  the 
good  that  is  in  you.  She  sees  the  evil, 
as  God  sees  it,  and  yet  cares  for  you  in 
spite  of  it.  The  pity  of  it  would  break 
one’s  heart  if  it  were  not  that  I  know  that 
you  could  be  worthy  of  her  if  you  chose. 
You’re  not  a  monster,  Bienville.  On  the 
contrary,  you’re  a  man  of  good  instincts 
and  excellent  qualities,  capable  of  taking 
a  high  place  in  the  world.  You  owe 
a  great  deal  to  yourself ;  you  owe  even 
more  to  the  honor  of  your  house;  but 
you  owe  most  of  all  to  the  girl  who 
sees  the  best  in  you  when  you  are  show¬ 
ing  her  the  worst,  and  trusts  you  to 
do  right  even  when  you  persist  in  doing 
wrong.  Look,  Marquis,”  she  went  on,  rapid¬ 
ly.  “I’ll  tell  you  something  she  said:  Ill 
betray  all  her  secrets;  she  said:  ‘I  could 
love  a  dishonorable  man;  but  I  could 
never  marry  one.’  She  said  that,  Mar¬ 
quis,  in  speaking  of  you.  But  she  also 
said :  ‘  What  makes  a  man  dishonorable 
is  to  persist  in  dishonor  when  he  has 
become  aware  of  it.’  And  you,”  she 
cried,  “  you’ve  become  aware  of  it.  There 
isn’t  a  prompting  of  your  nature  that 
doesn’t  protest  against  the  outrage  you’re 
inflicting  on  yourself.  Oh,  don’t  try  to 
tell  me  it  isn’t  so.  I  know  it — for  other- 
vise  you  couldn’t  be  a  Bienville.” 

Still  speaking  rapidly,  she  moved  nearer. 

“  She  loves  you,  as  I’m  convinced  that 
you  love  her.  But  what’s  the  good  of 
love,  when  there’s  nothing  to  support  it? 
Love  is  the  flower  of  life,  but  the  flower 
must  have  a  root,  and  the  root  must  have 
a  soil ;  and  the  soil  of  love  is — honor.  Love 
rooted  in  shame  is  but  a  rose  planted  in 


the  mire.  Suppose — just  suppose! — that 
you  could  do  what  you’re  striving  for, 
and  make  her  believe  that  I  am  what 
you’ve  called  me.  Then — what?  Then 
she  marries  you.  You  get  a  noble  wife, 
and — a  great  deal  of  money.  Excellent ! 
But  what  next?  Next  you’ll  remem¬ 
ber  how  you  got  them.  You’ll  think 
of  me.  You’ll  think  of  me  as  the  woman 
whom  you  beat  back  from  her  last  chance, 
in  order  that  you  might  climb  over  her 
into  safety.  You’ll  have  your  wife — your 
money  —  your  children,  perhaps,  —  but 
you’ll  have  also  the  thought  of  me.  And 
you’ll  have,  too,  the  consciousness  that 
you’re  a  Bienville — the  first  of  your  race 
to  be  worse  than  an  assassin.” 

She  came  so  near  that  she  almost 
touched  him. 

“  And  it  would  be  so  easy  for  you 
to  do  right — so  easy !  I’d  make  it  easy 
for  you.  All  I  should  ask  would  be 
that  you  should  go  to  —  to  —  to  —  to 
the  man — I  love —  Yes,  I  do  love  him! 
I  will  say  it ! — I  should  only  ask  you 
to  go  to  him  and  tell  him — tell  him — 
Oh,  you  know  what  you’d  have  to  tell 
I  wasn’t  wholly  unworthy  of  what  he 
offered  me — tell  him  I  wasn’t  absolutely 
beneath  the  honor  of  his  love — tell  him 
he  needn’t  see  me  any  more — I  don’t 
want  to  see  him ! — but  tell  him — ah,  tell 
him,  that  I  was  not — that  I  was  not — 
not  what  you  made  him  think  me.  I 
don’t  want  anything  from  him  now  but — 
but — his  respect.  Get  it  for  me,  Bien¬ 
ville.  Say  you  will !  Say  it !  Have  pity 
on  me!  Have  pity — !” 

She  broke  off  abruptly,  turning  to 
Marion  Grimston  with  one  of  her  fatal¬ 
istic  French  gestures. 

“  It’s  no  use,”  she  cried.  “  He  won’t 
listen  to  me.  I  can  see  it  in  his  face.” 

Moving  aside,  she  stood,  her  face 
averted  from  the  man  and  the  girl  who 
remained  confronting  one  another  now 
in  mutual  questioning.  The  main  action, 
which  for  the  last  few  minutes  had  be¬ 
longed  to  Diane,  suddenly  passed  to  them. 
The  chance  of  salvation  being  thus  of¬ 
fered  to  Bienville,  Miss  Grimston,  who 
found  speech  impossible,  faintly  smiled 
her  hope  that  he  would  seize  his  oppor¬ 
tunity. 

As  he  returned  her  gaze,  he  seemed 
almost  ready  to  respond  to  her  expecta¬ 
tions.  The  desire  for  peace  of  mind 
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blended  with  some  higher  prompting  to 
urge  him  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  the 
affair,  and  be  done  with  it.  lie  was  al¬ 
ready  on  the  verge  of  speaking  when,  by 
a  leap  of  the  imagination,  he  saw  himself 
as  he  would  be  after  confession — humi¬ 
liated,  abject,  grotesque — a  butt  for  the 
ridicule  he  found  harder  to  bear  than 
remorse.  Once  or  twice  he  appeared 
about  to  say  something,  but  no  word 
passed  his  lips.  As  the  minutes  went  by 
it  became  clearer  to  him  that  he  had 
chosen  his  course — base  as  he  felt  it ! — • 
two  years  ago,  and  that  it  was  too  late 
now  to  recede.  As  Marion  Grimston 
continued  to  look  at  him  with  that  half- 
encouraging,  half-wistful  smile,  he  slow¬ 
ly  shook  his  head. 

The  act,  of  which  he  himself  was 
scarcely  conscious,  startled  her  into  sud¬ 
den  movement.  Though  she  stood  at  a 
distance  she  shrank  farther  from  him 
still.  For  a  second  her  brows  were  lifted 
in  amazement  at  this  refusal,  till,  with 
eyes  fixed  upon  him,  as  if  to  call  his  at¬ 
tention  to  the  significance  of  her  act,  she 
crossed  the  room,  and  laid  her  hand  on 
Diane’s  arm. 

Bienville  drew  himself  up  with  quick, 
soldierlike  precision. 

“  Mademoiselle  has  given  me  her  an¬ 
swer,”  he  said,  quietly.  “  There  is  noth¬ 
ing  for  me  to  do  now  but  to  thank  her — 
and  go.” 

She  bowed  her  assent.  He  bowed  in 
his  turn — separately  to  her  and  to  Diane. 
Then,  with  the  forced  dignity  of  a  man 
practised  in  all  the  turns  of  drawing-room 
drama,  he  took  himself  from  the  room. 

CHAPTER  XVII 

BRING  the  summer  that  followed, 
Derek  Pruyn  set  himself  the  task 
of  stamping  the  memory  and  influence 
of  Diane  Eveleth  out  of  his  life.  His 
sense  of  duty  combined  with  his  feelings 
of  self-respect  in  making  the  attempt.  In 
reflecting  on  his  last  interview  with 
her,  lie  saw  the  weakness  of  the  stand 
he  had  taken  in  it,  recoiling  from  so  un¬ 
worthy  a  position  with  natural  reaction. 
To  have  been  in  love  at  all  at  his  age 
struck  him  as  humiliation  enough;  but 
to  have  been  in  love  with  that  sort  of 
woman  came  very  near  mental  malady. 
He  said  “  that  sort  of  woman,”  because 


the  vagueness  of  the  term  gave  scope  to 
the  bitterness  of  resentment  with  which 
he  tried  to  overwhelm  her.  It  enabled  him 
to  create  some  such  paradise  of  pain  as 
that  into  which  the  souls  of  Othello  and 
Desdemona  might  have  gone  together. 
Had  he  been  a  Moor  of  Venice  he  would 
doubtless  have  smothered  her  with  a  pil¬ 
low;  but  being  a  New  York  banker  he 
could  only  try  to  slay  the  image,  whose 
eyes  and  voice  had  never  haunted  him 
so  persistently  as  now.  In  his  rage  of 
suffering  he  was  as  little  able  to  take  a 
reasoned  view  of  the  situation  as  the 
maddened  bull  in  the  arena  to  appraise 
the  skill  of  his  tormentors. 

When  in  the  middle  of  May  he  re¬ 
tired  to  Rhinefields  it  was  with  the  in¬ 
tention  of  laying  waste  all  that  Diane 
had  left  behind  in  the  course  of  her  brief 
passage  through  his  life.  The  process 
being  easier  in  the  exterior  phases  of 
existence  than  in  those  more  secret  and 
remote,  he  determined  to  work  from  the 
outside  inwards.  Wherever  anything  re¬ 
minded  him  of  her,  he  erased,  destroyed, 
or  removed  it.  All  that  she  had  changed 
within  the  house  he  put  back  into  the 
state  in  which  it  was  before  she  came. 
Where  he  had  followed  her  suggestions 
about  the  grounds  and  gardens  he  re¬ 
versed  the  orders.  Taken  as  outward  and 
visible  signs  of  the  inward  and  spiritual 
change  he  was  trying  to  create  within 
himself,  these  childish  acts  gave  him  a 
passionate  satisfaction.  In  a  short  time, 
he  boasted  to  himself,  he  would  have 
obliterated  all  trace  of  her  presence,  ex¬ 
cept  for  what  was  indelible  on  his  heart. 

And  so  he  came,  in  time,  to  giving 
his  attention  to  Dorothea.  She,  too,  bore 
the  impress  of  Diane;  and  as  she  bore  it 
more  markedly  than  the  inanimate  things 
around,  it  caused  him  the  greater  pain. 
He  could  forbid  her  to  hold  intercourse 
with  Diane,  and  to  speak  of  her;  but  he 
could  not  control  the  blending  of  French 
and  Irish  intonations  her  voice  had 
caught,  or  the  gestures  into  which  she 
slipped  through  youth’s  mimetic  instinct. 
In  happier  days  he  had  been  amused  to 
note  the  degree  to  which  Dorothea  had  be¬ 
come  the  unconscious  copy  of  Diane ;  but, 
now,  this  constant  reproduction  of  her 
ways  was  torture.  Telling  himself  that  it 
was  not  the  child’s  fault,  he  bore  it  at  first 
with  what  self-restraint  he  could ;  but 
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as  solitude  encouraged  brooding1  thoughts, 
he  found,  as  the  summer  wore  on, 
that  his  stock  of  patience  was  running 
low.  There  were  times  when  some  chance 
sentence,  or  imitated  bit  of  mannerism, 
on  Dorothea’s  part,  almost  drew  from 
him  that  which  in  tragedy  would  be  a 
cry,  but  which  in  our  smaller  life  be¬ 
comes  the  hasty,  or  exasperated,  word. 

In  these  circumstances  the  explosion 
was  bound  to  come;  and  one  day  it  pro¬ 
duced  itself  unexpectedly,  and  about  noth¬ 
ing.  Thinking  of  it  afterwards  Derek  was 
was  unable  to  say  why  it  should  have  taken 
place  then  more  than  at  any  other  time. 
He  was  standing  on  the  lawn,  noting 
with  savage  complacency  that  the  bit 
by  which  he  had  enlarged  it,  at  Diane’s 
prompting,  had  grown  up  again,  in  luxu¬ 
riant  grass,  when  Dorothea  descended 
the  steps  of  the  Georgian  brick  house, 
behind  him.  In  her  flowered  muslin  and 
Leghorn  hat,  she  had  more  than  ever  the 
daintiness  of  a  Meissen  statuette;  while 
the  little  foot,  in  its  brown  shoe,  with 
which  she  pointed  out  something  in  the 
grass  to  the  collie  bounding  beside  her, 
had  the  trimness  of  Whistler’s  Yellow 
Buskin.  Her  father’s  back  being  to¬ 
wards  her,  he  knew  of  her  approach  only 
when  she  spoke. 

“Would  you  be  afther  wantin’  me  to¬ 
day?”  she  called  out,  using  the  Irish  ex¬ 
pression  Diane  affected  in  moments  of 
fun. 

“  For  God’s  sake,  Dorothea,”  he  cried, 
sharply,  wheeling  round  on  her,  “  drop 
that  idiotic  way  of  speaking.  If  you 
think  it’s  amusing  you’re  mistaken.  You 
can’t  even  do  it  properly.” 

The  words  were  no  sooner  out  than  he 
regretted  them,  but  it  was  too  late  to 
take  them  back.  Moreover,  when  a  man, 
nervously  suffering,  has  once  wounded 
the  feelings  of  one  he  loves,  it  is  not 
seldom  his  instinct  to  go  on  and  wound 
them  again. 

“  We  have  enough  of  that  sort  of  lan¬ 
guage  from  the  servants  and  the  stable 
boys.  Be  good  enough  in  future  to  use 
your  mother-tongue.” 

Standing  where  his  words  had  stopped 
her,  a  few  yards  away,  she  looked  up  at 
him  with  the  clear  gaze  of  astonishment; 
but  the  slight  shrug  of  the  shoulders 
before  she  spoke  was  also  a  trick  caught 
from  Diane,  and  not  calculated  to  allay 


his  annoyance. 

“  Very  well,  father,”  she  answered, 
with  a  quietness  indicating  judgment 
held  in  reserve,  “  I  won’t  do  it  again. 
I  only  meant  to  ask  you  if  you  want 
me  for  anything  in  particular  to-day; 
otherwise  I  shall  go  over  and  lunch  at 
tlie  Thoroughgoods’.” 

“  The  Thoroughgoods’  again  ?  Can’t 
you  get  through  a  day  without  going 
there  ?” 

“  I  suppose  I  could  if  it  was  necessary; 
but  it  isn’t.” 

“  I  think  it  is.  You’ll  do  well  not  to 
wear  out  your  welcome  anywhere.” 

“  I’m  not  afraid  of  that.” 

“  Then  I  am ;  so  you’d  better  stay  at 
home.” 

He  wheeled  from  her  as  sharply  as 
he  had  turned  to  confront  her,  striding 
off  towards  a  wild  border,  where  he 
tried  to  conceal  the  extent  to  which  he 
was  ashamed  of  his  ill  temper  by  pre¬ 
tending  to  be  engrossed  in  the  efforts  of 
a  bee  to  work  its  way  into  a  blue  cowl 
of  monkshood.  When  he  looked  round 
again  she  was  still  standing  where  he  had 
left  her,  her  eyes  clouded  by  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  wondering  pain  that  smote  him 
to  the  heart. 

Had  he  possessed  sufficient  mastery  of 
himself  he  would  have  gone  back,  and 
begged  her  pardon,  and  sent  her  away  to 
enjoy  herself.  It  was  what  he  wanted  to 
do;  but  the  tension  of  his  nerves  seemed 
to  get  relief  from  the  innocent  thing’s 
suffering.  The  very  fact  that  her  pretty 
little  face  was  set  with  his  own  obstinacy 
of  self-will,  while  behind  it  her  spirit  was 
rising  against  this  capricious  tyranny, 
goaded  him  into  persistence.  He  re¬ 
membered  how  often  Diane  had  told  him 
that  Dorothea  could  be  neither  led  nor 
driven;  she  could  only  be  “managed”; 
but  he  would  show  Diane,  he  would  show 
himself,  that  she  could  be  both  driven 
and  led,  and  that  “  management  ”  should 
go  the  way  of  the  wall-fruit  and  the 
roses. 

As,  recrossing  the  lawn,  he  made  as 
though  he  would  pass  her  without  further 
words,  he  was  an  excellent  illustration 
of  the  degree  to  which  the  adult  man 
of  the  world,  capable  of  taking  an  im¬ 
portant  part  among  his  fellow  men,  can 
be,  at  times,  nothing  but  an  overgrown 
infant.  It  was  not  surprising,  however, 
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that  Dorothea  should  not  see  this  aspect 
of  his  personality,  or  look  upon  his  com¬ 
mands  as  other  than  those  of  an  unrea¬ 
sonable  despotism. 

“  Father,”  she  said,  “  I  can’t  go  on 
living  like  this.” 

“  Living  like  what  ?” 

“  Living  as  we’ve  lived  all  this  sum¬ 
mer.” 

“  What’s  the  matter  with  the  summer  ? 
It’s  like  any  other  summer,  isn’t  it  ?” 

“  The  summer  may  be  like  any  other 
summer ;  but  you’re  not  like  yourself. 
I  do  everything  I  can  to  please  you, 
but — ” 

“You  needn’t  do  anything  to  please 
me  but  what  you’re  told.” 

“  I  always  do  what  I’m  told — when 
you  tell  me ;  but  you  only  tell  me  by 
fits  and  starts.” 

“Then,  I  tell  you  now;  you're  not  to 
go  to  the  Thoroughgoods’.” 

“  But  they  expect  me.  I  said  I’d  go 
to  lunch.  They’ll  think  it  very  strange, 
if  I  don’t.” 

“  They’ll  think  what  they  please.  It’s 
enough  for  you  to  know  what  I  think.” 

“  But  that’s  just  what  I  don’t  know. 
Ever  since  Diane  went  away — ” 

“  Stop  that !  I’ve  forbidden  you  to 
speak — ” 

“But  you  can’t  forbid  me  to  think; 
and  I  think  till  I’m  utterly  bewildered. 
You  don’t  explain  anything  to  me.  You 
haven’t  even  told  me  why  she  went  away. 
If  I  ask  a  question  you  won’t  answer  it.” 

“  What’s  necessary  for  you  to  know, 
you  can  depend  on  me  to  tell  you.  Any¬ 
thing  I  don’t  explain  to  you,  you  may 
dismiss  from  your  mind.” 

“  But  that’s  not  reasonable,  father;  it’s 
not  possible.  If  you  want  me  to  obey 
you  I  must  know  what  I’m  doing.  Be¬ 
cause  I  don’t  know  what  I’m  doing  I 
haven’t — ” 

“You  haven’t  obeyed  me?”  he  asked, 
quickly. 

“  Not  entirely.  I’ve  meant  to  tell  you 
when  an  occasion  offered,  so  I  might  as 
well  do  it  now.  I’ve  written  to  Diane.*’ 

“  You’ve — !” 

He  strode  up  to  her,  and  caught  her 
by  the  arm.  It  was  not  strange  that  she 
should  take  the  curious  light  in  his  face 
for  that  of  anger ;  but  a  more  experi¬ 
enced  observer  would  have  seen  that  two 
or  three  distinct  emotions  crowded  on 


each  other. 

“  I’ve  written  to  her  twice,”  Dorothea 
repeated,  defiantly,  as  he  held  her  arm. 
“  She  didn’t  reply  to  me — but  I  wrote.” 

“What  for?” 

“  To  tell  her  that  I  loved  her — that  no 
trouble  should  keep  me  from  loving  her — 
no  matter  what  it  was.” 

He  released  her  arm,  stepping  back 
from  her  again,  surveying  her  with  an 
admiration  he  tried  to  conceal  under  a 
scowling  brow.  The  rigidity  of  her  at¬ 
titude,  the  lift  of  her  head,  the  set  of 
her  lips,  the  directness  of  her  glance)  sug¬ 
gested  not  merely  rebellion  against  his 
will  but  the  assertion  of  her  own.  It 
occurred  to  him  then  that  he  could  break 
her  little  body  to  pieces  before  he  could 
force  her  to  yield;  and  in  his  pride  in 
this  temperament  so  like  his  own,  he 
almost  uttered  the  cry  of  “  Brava !”  that 
hung  on  his  lips.  He  might  have  done 
so  if  Dorothea  had  not  found  it  a  con¬ 
venient  moment  at  which  to  make  all 
her  confessions  at  once,  and  have  them 
off  her  mind.  It  was  best  to  do  it,  she 
thought,  now  that  her  courage  was  up. 

“  And,  father,”  she  went  on,  “  it  may 
be  a  good  opportunity  to  tell  you  some¬ 
thing  else.  I've  decided  to  marry  Mr. 
Wappinger.” 

During  the  brief  silence  that  followed 
this  announcement  he  had  time  to  throw 
the  blame  for  it  upon  Diane,  using  the 
fact  as  one  more  argument  against  her. 
Had  she  taken  his  suggestions  at  the  be¬ 
ginning,  and  suppressed  the  Wappinger 
acquaintance,  this  distressing  folly  wrould 
have  received  a  definite  check.  As  it 
was,  the  odium  of  putting  a  stop  to  it, 
which  must  now  fall  on  him,  was  but 
an  additional  part  of  the  penalty  he  had 
to  pay  for  ever  having  known  her.  So 
be  it!  He  would  make  good  the  utter¬ 
most  farthing!  In  doing  it  he  had  the 
same  sort  of  frenzied  satisfaction  as  in 
defacing  Diane’s  image  in  his  heart. 

“  You  shalt  not,”  he  said,  at  last. 

“  I  don’t  understnd  how  you’re  going 
to  stop  me.” 

“  I  must  ask  you  to  be  patient — and 
see.  You  can  make  a  beginning  to-day, 
by  staying  at  home  from  the  Thorough- 
goods’.  That  will  be  enough  for  the 
minute.” 

Fearing  to  look  any  longer  into  her  in¬ 
dignant  eyes,  he  passed  on  towards  the 
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stables.  For  some  minutes  she  stood  still 
where  he  left  her,  while  the  collie  gazed 
up  at  her,  with  twitching  tail  and  ques¬ 
tioning  regard,  as  though  to  ask  the 
meaning  of  this  futile  hesitation ;  but 
when,  at  last,  she  turned  slowly  and  re¬ 
entered  the  house,  one  would  have  said 
that  the  “  dainty  rogue  in  porcelain  ” 
had  been  transformed  into  an  intensely 
modern  little  creature  made  of  steel. 

She  did  not  go  to  the  Thoroughgoods’ 
that  day,  nor  was  any  further  reference 
made  to  the  discussion  of  the  morning. 
Compunction  having  succeeded  irritation, 
with  the  rapidity  not  uncommon  to  men 
of  his  character,  Derek  was  already  seek¬ 
ing  some  means  of  reaching  his  end  by 
gentler  means,  when  a  new  move  on  Dor¬ 
othea’s  part  exasperated  him  still  fur¬ 
ther.  As  he  was  about  to  sit  down  to 
his  luncheon  on  the  following  day,  the 
butler  made  the  announcement  that  Miss 
Pruyn  had  begged  him  to  inform  her  fa¬ 
ther  that  she  had  driven  over  in  the  pony- 
cart  to  Mrs.  Thoroughgood’s,  and  would 
not  be  home  till  late  in  the  afternoon. 

He  was  not  in  the  house  when  she  re¬ 
turned,  and  at  dinner  he  refrained  from 
conversation  till  the  servants  had  left 
the  room. 

“  So  it’s — war,”  he  said,  then,  speaking 
in  a  casual  tone,  and  toying  with  his 
wine-glass. 

“  I  hope  not,  father,”  she  answered, 
promptly,  making  no  pretence  not  to 
understand  him.  “  It  takes  two  to  make 
a  quarrel,  and — ” 

“  And  you  wouldn’t  be  one  ?” 

“  I  was  going  to  say  that  I  hoped  you 
wouldn’t  be.” 

“  But  you  yourself  would  fight  ?” 

“  I  should  have  to.  I’m  fighting  for 
liberty,  which  is  always  an  honorable 
motive.  You’re  fighting  to  take  it  away 
from  me — ” 

“  Which  is  a  dishonorable  motive.  Very 
well;  I  must  accept  that  imputation  as 
best  I  may,  and  still  go  on.” 

“  Oh,  then,  it  is  war.  You  mean  to 
make  it  so.” 

“  I  mean  to  do  my  duty.  You  may 
call  your  rebellion  against  it  what  you 
like.” 

“  I’m  not  accustomed  to  rebel,”  she 
said,  with  significant  quietness.  “  Only 
people  who  feel  themselves  weak  do  that.” 

“  And  are  you  so  strong  ?” 


“  I’m  very  strong.  I  don’t  want  to 
measure  my  strength  against  yours, 
father;  but  if  you  insist  on  measuring 
yours  against  mine,  I  ought  to  warn 
you.” 

“  Thank  you.  It’s  in  the  light  of  a 
warning  that  I  view  your  action  to-day. 
You  probably  went  to  meet  Mr.  Wappin- 
ger.” 

In  saying  this  his  bow  was  drawn  so 
entirely  at  a  venture  that  he  was  aston¬ 
ished  at  the  skill  with  which  he  hit 
the  mark. 

“I  did.” 

He  pushed  back  his  chair;  half  rose; 
sat  down  again;  poured  out  a  glass  of 
Marsala;  drank  it  thirstily;  and  looked 
at  her  a  second  or  two  in  helpless  dis¬ 
tress  before  finding  words. 

“  And  you  talk  of  honorable  motives !” 

“  My  motive  was  entirely  honorable. 
I  went  to  explain  to  him  that  I  couldn’t 
see  him  any  more — just  now.” 

“  While  you  were  about  it  you  might 
as  well  have  said  neither  just  now — nor 
at  any  other  time.” 

She  was  silent. 

“  Do  you  hear  ?” 

“Ye*s;  I  hear,  father.” 

“  And  you  understand  ?” 

“  I  understand  what  you  mean.” 

“  And  you  promise  me  that  it  shall 
be  so?” 

“No,  father.” 

“You  say  that  deliberately?  Remem¬ 
ber  I’m  asking  you  an  important  ques¬ 
tion,  and  you’re  giving  me  an  equally 
important  reply.” 

“  I  recognize  that;  but  I  can’t  give  you 
any  other  answer.” 

“  We’ll  see.”  He  pushed  back  his  chair 
again,  and  rose.  He  had  already  crossed 
the  room,  when,  a  new  thought  occurring 
to  him,  he  turned  at  the  door.  “  At  least 
I  presume  I  may  count  on  you  not  to 
see  this  young  man  again  without  tell¬ 
ing  me  ?” 

“  Not  without  telling  you — afterwards. 
I  couldn’t  undertake  more  than  that.” 

“  H’m !”  he  ejaculated,  before  passing 
out.  “  Then  I  must  take  active  meas¬ 
ures.” 

It  was  easier,  however,  to  talk  about 
active  measures  than  to  devise  them. 
While  Dorothea  was  sobbing,  with  her 
elbows  on  the  dining-room  table,  and  her 
face  buried  in  her  hands,  he  was  pacing 
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his  room  in  search  of  desperate  reme¬ 
dies.  It  was  a  case  in  which  his  mind 
turned  instinctively  to  Diane  for  help; 
but  in  the  very  act  of  doing  so  he  was 
confronted  by  her  theories  as  to  Dor¬ 
othea’s  need  of  diplomatic  guidance. 
For  that,  he  told  himself,  the  time  was 
past.  The  event  had  proved  how  impo¬ 
tent  mere  “  management  ”  was  to  con¬ 
trol  her,  and  justified  his  own  preference 
for  force. 

Before  she  went  to  bed  that  night 
Dorothea  was  summoned  to  her  father’s 
presence,  to  receive  the  commands  which 
should  regulate  her  conduct  towards 
“  the  young  man  Wappinger.”  They 
could  have  been  summed  up  in  the 
statement  that  she  must  know  him  no 
more.  She  was  not  only  never  to  see 
him,  or  write  to  him,  or  communicate 
with  him,  by  direct  or  indirect  means; 
as  far  as  he  could  command  it,  she 
was  not  to  think  of  him,  or  remember 
his  name.  His  measures  grew  more 
drastic  in  proportion  as  he  gave  them 
utterance,  until  he  himself  became  aware 
that  they  would  be  difficult  to  fulfil. 

“  I  will  not  attempt  to  extract  a 
promise  from  you,”  he  was  prudent 
enough  to  say,  in  conclusion,  “  that  you 
will  carry  out  my  wishes,  because  I  know 
you  would  never  bring  on  me  the  unhappi¬ 
ness  that  would  spring  from  disobedience.” 

“  It’s  hardly  fair,  father,  to  say  that,” 
she  replied,  firmly.  “  In  war,  no  one 
should  shrink  from — the  misfortunes  of 
war.” 

u  That  means,  then,  that  you  defy  me  ?” 

She  was  calmer  than  he  as  she  made 
her  reply. 

“  It  doesn’t  mean  that  I  defy  you.  I 
love  you  too  much  to  put  either  you  or 
myself  in  such  an  odious  position  as 
that.  But  it  does  mean  that  one  day, 
sooner  or  later,  I  shall  marry — Mr  Wap¬ 
pinger.” 

He  looked  at  her  with  a  bitter  smile. 

“  I  admire  your  frankness,  Dorothea,” 
he  said,  after  a  brief  pause,  “  and  I  shall 
do  my  best  to  imitate  it.  If  it’s  to  be 
war,  we  shall  at  least  fight  in  the  open. 
1  know  what  you  intend  to  do;  and  you 
know  that  I  mean  to  circumvent  you. 
The  position  on  both  sides  being  so 
pleasantly  clear,  you  may  come  and  kiss 
me  good-night.” 

During  the  process  of  the  stiff  little 


embrace  that  followed  it  was  as  difficult 
for  her  not  to  fling  herself  sobbing  on 
his  breast  as  for  him  not  to  seize  her  in 
his  arms;  but  each  maintained  the  re¬ 
straint  inspired  by  the  justice  of  their 
respective  causes.  When  she  had  closed 
the  door  behind  her,  he  stood  for  a  long¬ 
time,  musing.  That  his  thoughts  were 
not  altogether  tragic  became  manifest 
as  his  brow  cleared,  and  the  ghost  of  a 
smile,  this  time  without  bitterness,  hov¬ 
ered  about  his  lips.  Suddenly  he  slapped 
his  leg,  like  a  man  who  has  made  a 
discovery. 

“By  Gad!”  he  whispered,  half  aloud, 
“  when  all  is  said  and  done — she  knows 
how  to  play  the  game!” 

CHAPTER  XVIII 

IT  was,  perhaps,  the  knowledge  that 
Dorothea  could  play  the  game  that 
enabled  Derek,  during  the  rest  of  the 
summer,  to  play  it  himself.  This  he  did, 
without  flinching;  finding  strength  in  the 
fact  that,  as  time  went  on,  Dorothea 
seemed  to  enter  into  his  plans  and  sub¬ 
mit  to  his  judgment.  The  first  few 
weeks  of  pallor  and  silence  having  pass¬ 
ed,  she  resumed  he  accustomed  ways,  and, 
as  far  as  he  could  tell,  grew  cheerful. 
Always  having  credited  her  with  common 
sense,  he  was  pleased  now  to  see  her  make 
use  of  it,  in  a  way  of  which  few  girls  of 
nineteen  would  have  been  capable.  She 
accepted  his  surveillance  with  so  much 
docility  that,  by  the  time  they  returned 
to  town,  in  the  autumn,  he  was  able  to 
congratulate  himself  on  his  success. 

On  her  part,  Dorothea  carried  out  his 
instructions  to  the  letter.  Notwithstand¬ 
ing  the  opening  of  the  season,  and  the 
renewal  of  the  usual  gayeties,  she  lived 
quietly,  accepting  few  invitations,  and 
rarely  going  into  society  at  all,  except 
under  her  father’s  wing.  On  those  acci¬ 
dental  occasions  when  Carli  Wappinger 
came  within  their  range  of  vision,  it  was 
only  as  a  distant  ship  drifts  into  sight  at 
sea — to  drift  silently  away  again.  If 
Dorothea  perceived  him  she  gave  no  sign. 
It  was  clear  to  Derek  that  her  spurt  of 
rebellion  was  over  and  that  her  little 
experience  had  done  her  no  harm.  The 
name  of  Wappinger  being  tacitly  ignored 
between  them,  he  could  only  express  his 
pleasure,  in  the  results  he  had  achieved. 
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by  an  extravagant  increase  of  Dorothea’s 
allowance,  and  gifts  of  inappropriate 
jewelry.  It  would  have  taken  a  more 
weatherwise  person  than  he  to  guess  that 
behind  this  domestic  calm  the  storm  was 
brewing. 

The  first  intuition  of  threatening  events 
came  to  Mrs.  Wappinger. 

“  I’ve  seen  nothing,  and  heard  noth¬ 
ing,”  she  declared,  in  her  emphatic  way, 
to  Diane,  “  but  I  know  something  is 
going  on.” 

That  was  in  September.  They  sat  in 
the  shade  of  the  cool  flag-paved  pergola, 
at  Waterwild,  Mrs.  Wappinger’s  place  on 
Long  Island.  The  tea-table  stood  between 
them,  and  they  lounged  in  wicker  chairs. 
Framed  by  marble  pillars,  and  festooned 
from  above  by  vines  drooping  from  the 
roof,  there  was  a  view  of  terraced  lawns, 
descending  towards  the  sea.  Between  the 
slightly  overcrowded  urns  and  statues 
there  were  bright  dashes  of  color,  here  of 
dahlias  in  full  bloom,  there  of  redden¬ 
ing  garlands  of  ampelopsis  or  Virginia 
creeper.  It  was  what  Mrs.  Wappinger 
called  an  “  off-day,”  otherwise  she  could 
not  have  had  Diane  at  Waterwild.  In  her 
loyalty  towards  the  deserted  woman  she 
seized  those  opportunities  when  Carli  was 
away,  and  she  was  certain  of  having  no 
other  guests,  “  to  have  the  poor  thing 
down  for  the  day,  and  give  her  a  good 
meal.” 

Not  that  people  occupied  themselves 
with  Diane  or  her  affairs !  Her  place 
in  the  hurrying,  scrambling  social  throng 
had  been  so  unobtrusive  that,  now  that 
she  on  longer  filled  it,  she  was  easily 
forgotten.  Among  the  few  who  paid 
her  the  tribute  of  recollection  there  was 
the  generally  received  impression  that 
Derek  Pruyn,  having  hiscovered  her 
relations  with  the  Marquis  de  Bien¬ 
ville  —  relations  which,  so  they  said, 
had  been  well  known  in  Paris,  in  the 
days  when  she  was  still  some  one — had 
dismissed  her  from  her  position  in  his 
household.  That  was  natural  enough,  and 
there  was  no  further  reason  for  remem¬ 
bering  her.  Having  disappeared  into  the 
limbo  of  the  unfortunate,  she  was  as  far 
beyond  the  mental  range  of  those  who 
retained  their  blessings  as  souls  in  the 
Inferno  are  out  of  sight  of  men  and  wom¬ 
en  who  still  walk  the  earth.  Eor  this 
very  reason  she  called  out  in  Mrs.  Wap¬ 


pinger  that  motherly  good-nature  which 
was  only  partially  warped  by  the  ambi¬ 
tion  for  social  success.  On  more  than 
one  of  her  “  off  -  days  ”  she  had  lured 
Diane  out  of  her  refuge  in  University 
Place,  treating  her  with  all  the  kindness 
she  could  bestow  without  causing  dis¬ 
paraging  comment  upon  herself.  On  the 
present  occasion  she  was  the  more  de¬ 
sirous  of  her  company  because  of  the 
fact  that,  as  she  expressed  it  herself,  she 
had  'e  sniffed  something  going  on.” 

“  As  I  tell  you,”  she  repeated,  “  I’ve 
heard  nothing,  and  seen  nothing;  I’ve  just 
sniffed  it.  If  you  were  to  ask  me  how, 
I  couldn’t  explain  it  to  you  any  more 
than  I  can  say  how  I  get  the  scent  of  this 
climbing  heliotrope.  But  I  do  get  it;  and 
1  do  know  something  is  in  the  wind,  more 
than  what  is  told  to  you  and  I.” 

“  One  can  only  hope  that  it  will  be 
nothing  foolish,”  Diane  murmured, 
guardedly. 

.  “  It  will  be  something  foolish,”  Mrs. 
Wappinger  declared,  “  and  you  may  take 
my  word  for  it.  Derek  Pruyn  can’t  ar¬ 
rogate  to  himself  the  powers  of  the  Lord 
above,  any  more  than  we  can.  If  he 
thinks  he  can  stop  young  blood  from  run¬ 
ning  he’ll  find  out  he’s  wrong.” 

It  was  the  first  mention  of  his  name 
that  Diane  had  heard  in  many  weeks, 
and  at  the  sound  her  hand  trembled  in 
such  a  way  that  she  was  obliged  to  put 
down  untasted  the  cup  she  had  half  raised 
to  her  lips. 

“  He’s  not  an  unkind  man,”  she  found 
voice  to  say ;  “  he’s  only  a  mistaken  one. 
He  has  one  of  those  natures  capable  of 
dealing  magnificently  with  great  affairs, 
but  helpless  in  the  trivial  matters  of 
every  day.  He’s  like  the  people  who  see 
well  at  a  distance,  but  become  confused 
over  the  objects  right  under  their  eyes.” 

“  Then,  the  further  you  keep  away 
from  that  man  the  better  the  view  he’ll 
take  of  you.  It’s  what  I’d  say  to  Carli, 
if  he’d  ask  for  my  advice.” 

“  Does  that  mean,”  Diane  ventured  to 
inquire,  “  that  you  don’t  want  him  to 
marry  Dorothea  ?” 

“  I  certainly  do  not.  If  there  were  no 
other  reason,  she’s  the  sort  of  girl  to 
make  me  put  one  foot  into  the  grave, 
whether  T  want  to  or  no;  and  it  stands 
to  reason  that  I  don’t  want  to  be  squelch¬ 
ed  one  hour  before  my  time.” 
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“  Naturally;  but  I  fancy  you’d  find  her 
a  sweeter  girl  than  you  might  suppose.” 

“So  she  may  be,  dear;  but  I’ve  spent 
too  much  money  on  Carli  to  wish  to  see 
him  force  his  way  into  a  family  where 
he  isn’t  wanted.” 

This  was  the  text  of  Mrs.  Wappinger’s 
discourse,  not  only  on  the  present  occa¬ 
sion,  but  on  the  subsequent  “  off-days,” 
when  Diane  was  induced  to  visit  Water- 
wild. 

“  Whatever  is  going  on,  Reggie  Brad¬ 
ford’s  in  it,”  she  confided  to  Diane  some 
few  weeks  later. 

“  Is  that  the  fat  young  man,  with  the 
big  laugh?” 

“Yes;  and  one  of  the  greatest  catches 
in  New  York.  Carli  tells  me  he’s  wild 
about  Marion  Grimston;  and  I  can  see 
for  myself  that  Mrs.  Bayford  is  playing 
him  against  that  Frenchman.  She’ll  get 
the  title  if  she  can,  but  if  not,  she’ll  fall 
back  on  the  money.” 

“  It’s  a  pretty  safe  alternative,”  Diane 
smiled,  making  an  effort  to  speak  without 
betraying  her  feelings. 

“  Reggie  is  a  good-natured  boy,”  Mrs. 
Wappinger  pursued,  “but  a  regular  wa¬ 
ter-pipe.  If  you  want  to  get  anything 
out  of  him  you’ve  only  got  to  turn  the 
faucet.  It’s  just  as  well  that  he  is;  be¬ 
cause  whatever  Carli  is  up  to  Reggie 
knows;  and  what  Reggie  knows  Marion 
Grimston  knows.  If  ever  you  see  her — ” 

“  Oh,  but  I  don’t — not  now.” 

“  That’s  a  pity.  If  you  did,  you  could 
pump  her.” 

“  I’m  afraid  I’m  not  much  good  at 
that  sort  of  thing.” 

“  Well,  I  am,  when  I  get  a  chance.  I’m 
bound  to  find  out,  somehow;  and  there 
are  more  ways  of  killing  a  cat  than  by 
giving  it  poison.” 

A  few  weeks  later  still  Mrs.  Wappinger 
informed  Diane  that  Dorothea  Pruyn  was 
not  happy. 

“  The  Thoroughgoods  told  the  Louds,” 
she  explained,  “  and  the  Louds  told  me. 
Her  father  thinks  she  has  given  in  to 
him;  but  she  hasn’t — not  an  inch.  He 
keeps  her  like  a  jailer;  and  she  acts  like 
a  convict — always  with  an  eye  open  for 
some  way  of  escape.  That  man  no  more 
understands  women  than  he  does  mak¬ 
ing  pie.” 

“  I’ve  always  noticed  that  the  really 
strong  men  rarely  do.  There’s  almost 


invariably  something  petty  about  a  man 
to  whom  a  woman  isn’t  a  puzzle  and  a 
mystery.” 

“  If  it  comes  to  puzzle  and  a  mystery, 
I  don’t  know  where  you’d  find  a  greater 
one  than  Derek  Pruyn  himself.  After 
the  way  he’s  acted — and  treated  peo¬ 
ple — ” 

Diane  flushed,  but  kept  her  emotions 
sufficiently  under  control  to  be  able  to 
follow  her  usual  plan  of  straightforward 
speaking. 

“If  you  mean  me,  Mrs.  Wappinger,  I 
ought  to  say  that  Mr.  Pruyn  has  done 
nothing  for  which  I  can  blame  him.  He 
was  placed  in  a  situation  with  which  only 
a  very  subtle  intelligence  could  have 
dealt;  and  I  respect  him  the  more  for  not 
having  had  it.  It’s  generally  the  man 
who  is  most  competent  in  his  own  domain 
who  is  most  likely  to  blunder  when  he 
gets  into  the  woman’s;  and  I,  for  one, 
would  rather  have  him  do  it.  I’ve  had 
to  suffer  because  of  it,  and  so  has  Dor¬ 
othea  ;  and  yet  that  doesn’t  make  me 
like  it  less.” 

“No;  I  dare  say  not,”  Mrs.  Wappinger 
responded,  sympathetically.  “Mr.  Wap¬ 
pinger  himself  was  just  such  a  man  as 
that.  He’d  put  through  a  deal  that 
would  make  Wall  Street  shiver;  but  he 
understood  my  woman’s  nature  just  about 
as  much  as  old  Tiger  there,  wagging  lik 
tail  on  the  grass,  follows  the  styles  in 
bonnets.  Only,  I’ll  tell  you  what,  Mrs. 
Eveleth;  it’s  for  men  like  that  that  God 
created  sensible,  capable  wives,  like  you 
and  me;  and  they  ought  to  have  ’em.” 

This  theme  admitting  of  little  discus¬ 
sion,  Diane  did  not  pursue  it,  but  she 
went  away  from  Waterwild  with,  a  deep¬ 
ened  sense  of  Derek’s  need  of  her,  as 
well  as  of  Dorothea’s.  She  could  so  eas¬ 
ily  have  helped  them  both  that  the  en¬ 
forced  impotence  was  a  new  element  in 
her  pain.  To  walk  the  town  in  search 
of  work  to  which  she  was  little  suited, 
when  that  which  no  one  but  herself  could 
accomplish  had  to  remain  undone,  be¬ 
came,  during  the  next  few  weeks,  the 
most  intolerable  part  of  the  irony  of  cir¬ 
cumstance.  The  wifely,  the  maternal, 
qualities  of  her  being,  of  which  she  had 
never  been  strongly  conscious  till  of  late, 
awoke  in  response  to  the  need  that  drew 
them  forth,  only  to  be  blighted  by  denial. 

The  inactivity  was  the  harder  to  en- 
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dure  because  of  the  fagt  that,  as  autumn 
passed  into  early  winter,  there  came  a 
period  when  all  her  little  world  seemed  to 
have  dropped  her  out  of  sight.  There 
were  no  more  “  off-days  ”  at  Waterwild, 
and  Miss  Lucilla’s  occasional  letters  from 
Newport  ceased.  Between  her  mother-in- 
law  and  herself,  after  a  few  painful  at¬ 
tempts  at  intercourse,  there  had  fallen 
an  equally  painful  silence.  Even  her  two 
or  three  pupils  fell  away. 

From  the  papers  she  learned  that  one 
or  another  of  those  for  whom  she  cared 
was  back  in  town  again.  She  walked  in 
the  chief  thoroughfares  in  the  hope  of 
meeting  some  of  them,  but  chance  refused 
to  favor  her.  In  the  dusk  of  the  early 
descending  November  and  December  twi¬ 
lights  she  passed  their  houses,  watching 
the  warm  glow  of  the  lights  within, 
against  which,  now  and  then,  a  shadow 
that  she  could  almost  recognize  would 
pass  by.  She  could  have  entered  at  Miss 
Lucille’s  door,  or  Mrs.  Wappinger’s ;  but 
a  strange  shyness,  the  shyness  of  the  un¬ 
fortunate,  had  taken  hold  of  her,  and  she 
held  back.  In  the  mean  time  she  was 
free  to  watch,  with  sad  eyes,  and  sadder 
spirit,  the  great  city,  reversing  the  pro¬ 
cesses  of  nature,  awaken  from  the  tor¬ 
por  of  the  genial  months  into  its  winter 
life. 

No  one  knew  better  than  herself  that 
thrill  of  excited  energy  with  which  those 
born  with  the  city  instinct  return  from 
the  acquired  taste  for  mountain,  seaside, 
and  farm,  to  enter  once  more  the  maze 
of  purely  human  relationships.  It  was  a 
moment  with  which  her  own  active  na¬ 
ture  was  in  sympathy.  She  liked  to 
see  the  blinds  being  raised  in  the  houses, 
and  the  barricading  doors  taken  down. 
She  liked  to  see  the  vehicles  begin  to 
crowd  each  other  in  the  streets,  and  the 
pedestrians  on  the  pavement  wear  a  brisk¬ 
er  air.  She  liked  to  see  the  shop  windows 
brighten  with  color,  and  the  great  public 
gathering-spots  let  in  and  let  out  their 
throngs.  She  responded  to  the  quickened 
animation  with  the  spontaneity  of  one  all 
ready  to  take  her  part,  till  the  thought 
came  that  a  part  had  been  refused  her. 
It  was  with  a  curious  sensation  of  be¬ 
ing  outside  the  range  of  human  activ¬ 
ities  that,  during  those  days  of  timid, 
futile  looking  for  employment,  she 
roamed  the  busy  thoroughfares  of  New 


York.  As  time  passed  she  ceased  to  think 
much  about  her  need  of  sympathetic  fel¬ 
lowship  in  her  anxiety  to  get  work.  She 
wrote  advertisements  and  answered  them; 
she  applied  at  schools,  and  offices,  and 
shops;  she  came  down  to  seeking  any 
humble  drudgery  which  would  give  her 
the  chance  to  live. 

It  was  not  till  one  day  in  early 
December  that  the  last  flicker  of  her 
hope  went  out.  Chance  had  made  her 
pass  at  midday  along  the  pavement  op¬ 
posite  one  of  the  great  restaurants.  Lift¬ 
ing  her  eyes  instinctively  towards  the 
group  of  well-dressed  people  on  the  steps, 
she  saw  that  Mrs.  Bayford  and  Marion 
Grimston  were  going  in,  accompanied  by 
Reggie  Bradford  and  the  Marquis  de 
Bienville.  She  had  heard  little  or  noth¬ 
ing  of  them  during  the  last  four  empty 
months;  but  it  was  plain  now  that  the 
lovers  were  agreed  and  her  own  cause 
abandoned.  Up  to  this  moment  she  had 
not  realized  how  tenaciously  she  had 
clung  to  the  belief  that  the  proud,  high- 
souled  girl  would  yet  see  justice  done 
her;  and  now  she  had  deserted  her,  like 
the  rest ! 

For  the  first  time  during  her  years 
of  struggle  she  felt  absolutely  beaten — 
beaten  so  thoroughly  that  it  would  be 
useless  to  renew  the  fight.  She  had  been 
on  her  way  to  see  a  lady  who  had  ad¬ 
vertised  for  a  nursery  governess;  but  she 
had  no  strength  left  with  which  to  face 
the  interview.  In  the  winter-garden  of 
the  restaurant,  Mrs.  Bayford  was  purring 
on  her  guests,  Reggie  Bradford  was 
whispering  to  Miss  Grimston,  and  the 
Marquis  de  Bienville  was  ordering  the 
wines,  while  Diane  was  wandering  blind¬ 
ly  back  to  the  poor  little  room  she  called 
her  home,  there  to  lie  down  and  allow 
her  heart  to  break. 

But  hearts  do  not  break  at  the  com¬ 
mand  of  those  who  own  them,  and  when 
she  had  moaned  away  the  worst  part  of 
her  pain,  she  fell  asleep.  When  she 
awoke  it  was  already  growing  dark,  and 
the  knocking  at  her  door,  which  roused 
her,  was  like  a  call  from  the  peace 
of  dreams  to  the  desolation  of  reality. 
When  she  had  turned  on  the  light  she 
received  from  the  hands  of  the  waiting 
servant  that  which  had  become  a  most 
rare  visitant  in  the  blackness  of  her 
life — a  note. 
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The  address  was  in  a  sprawling  hand, 
which  she  recognized.  What  was  written 
within  was  more  sprawling  still: 

“  For  Heaven’s  sake  come  to  me  at 
once.  The  expected  has  happened,  and 
I  don’t  know  what  to  do.  The  motor 
will  wait  and  bring  you. 

“  Clara  Wappinger.” 

/ 

CHAPTER  XIX 

AS  Diane  entered,  Mrs.  Wappinger,  di¬ 
shevelled  and  distraught,  was  stand¬ 
ing  in  the  hall,  a  slip  of  yellow  paper  in 
her  hand. 

“  Oh,  my  dear,  I’m  so  glad  you’ve  come! 
I'm  just  about  crazy.  Read  this.” 

Diane  took  the  paper  and  read : 

“  D.  and  I  are  to  be  married  to-night. 
Be  ready  to  receive  us  to-morrow. 

“  Carli.” 

“  When  did  this  come  ?”  Diane  asked, 
quickly. 

“  About  half  an  hour  ago.  I  sent  for 
you  at  once.” 

“  I  see  it’s  dated  from  Lakefield. 
Where’s  that?” 

Mrs.  Wappinger  explained  that  Lake- 
field  was  a  small  winter  health  resort, 
some  two  hours  by  train  from  New  York. 
She  and  Carli  had  stayed  there,  more  than 
once,  at  the  Bay  Tree  Inn.  He  would 
naturally  go  to  the  same  hotel,  only,  when 
she  had  telephoned  to  it,  a  few  minutes 
ago,  she  could  find  no  one  of  the  name 
in  residence.  Tender  the  circumstances, 
Diane  suggested,  he  would  probably  not 
give  his  name  at  all.  There  followed  a 
few  minutes  of  silent  reflection,  during 
which  Mrs.  Wappinger  gazed  at  Diane* 
in  the  half-tearful  helplessness  of  one  not 
used  to  coping  with  unusual  situations. 

“  Won’t  you  come  in  and  sit  down  ?” 
she  asked,  with  a  sudden  realization  that 
they  were  still  standing  beneath  the  light 
in  the  hall. 

“No,”  Diane  answered,  with  decision; 
“  it  isn’t  worth  while.  May  I  have  the 
motor  for  an  hour  or  so?” 

“  Why,  certainly.  But  where  are  you 
going?” 

“  I’m  going  first  to  Mr.  Pruyn’s,  and 
afterwards  to  Lakefield.” 
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“  To  Lakefield  ?  Then  I’ll  go  with  you. 
We  could  go  in  the  car.” 

Diane  negatived  both  suggestions.  The 
motor  might  break  down,  or  the  chauf¬ 
feur  might  lose  his  way;  the  train  would 
be  safer.  If  any  one  came  with  her,  it 
would  have  to  be  Mr.  Pruyn. 

“  But  don’t  go  to  bed,”  she  added,  “  or 
at  least  have  some  one  to  answer  the  tele¬ 
phone,  for  I’ll  ring  you  up  as  soon  as  I 
have  news  for  you.” 

“  God  bless  you,  dear,”  Mrs.  Wappin¬ 
ger  murmured.  “  I  know  you’ll  do  your 
best  for  me,  and  them.  Keep  the  auto  as 
long  as  you  like;  and  if  you  decide  to  go 
down  in  it,  just  say  so  to  Laporte.” 

But  Diane  seemed  to  hesitate  before 
going.  A  flush  came  into  her  cheek  and 
she  twisted  her  fingers  in  embarrassment. 

“  1  wonder,”  she  faltered,  “  if — if — 
you  could  let  me  have  a  little  money.  I 
shall  need  some;  and — and  I  haven’t — 
any.” 

“Oh,  my  dear!  my  poor  dear!” 

Mrs.  Wappinger  bustled  away,  crump¬ 
ling  the  notes  she  found  in  her  desk  into 
a  little  ball,  which  she  forced  into  Di¬ 
ane’  s  hand.  To  forestall  thanks  she 
thrust  her  towards  the  door,  accompany¬ 
ing  her  down  the  steps,  and  kissing  her 
as  she  entered  the  automobile. 

“  Why,  bless  my  ’eart,  if  it  ain’t  the 
madam !” 

This  outburst  was  a  professional  sole¬ 
cism  on  the  part  of  Fulton,  the  English 
butler,  at  Derek  Pruyn’s,  but  it  was 
wrung  from  him'  in  sheer  joy  at  Diane’s 
unexpected  appearance. 

“  You’ll  excuse  me,  ma’am,”  lie  contin¬ 
ued,  recapturing  his  air  of  decorum, 
“  but  I  fair  couldn’t  help  it.  We’ll  be 
awful  pleased  to  see  you,  ma’am,  if  I 
may  make  so  bold  as  to  say  it — right  down 
to  the  cat.  It  hasn’t  been  the  same  ’ouse 
since  you  went  away,  ma’am ;  and  me  and 
Mr.  Simmons  has  said  so  time  and 
time  again.  .You’ll  excuse  me,  ma’am, 
but — ” 

“You’re  very  kind,  Fulton,  and  so  is 
Simmons,  but  I’m  in  a  great  hurry  now. 
Is  Mr.  Pruyn  at  home?” 

“  Why,  no  he  ain’t,  ma’am,  and  that’s  a 
fact.  He’s  dinin’  out.” 

“Where?” 

“  I  couldn’t  tell  you  that,  ma’am ;  but 
perhaps  Mr.  Simmons  would  know.  He 
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took  Mr  Pruyn’s  evening  clothes  to  the 
bank,  and  he  changed  there.  If  you’ll 
wait  a  minute,  ma’am,  I’ll  ask  him.” 

Eut  when  Simmons  came  he  could 
only  give  the  information  that  his  mas¬ 
ter  had  gone  to  a  “  sort  o’  business  ban¬ 
quet  ”  at  one  of  the  great  restaurants 
or  hotels.  Moreover,  Miss  Dorothea  had 
gone  out,  saying  that  she  would  not  be 
home  to  dinner. 

“  Then  I  must  write  a  note,”  Diane 
said,  with  that  air  of  natural  authority 
which  had  seemed  almost  lost  from  her 
manner.  “Will  you.  Pulton,  be  good 
enough  to  bring  me  a  glass  of  wine,  and 
a  few  biscuits,  while  I  write?  I  must 
ask  you,  Simmons,  for  a  railway  guide.” 

In  Derek’s  own  room  she  sat  down  at 
the  desk  where,  six  months  ago,  she  had 
arranged  his  letters,  on  the  night  when 
he  had  returned  from  South  America. 
She  had  no  time  to  indulge  in  mem¬ 
ories,  but  a  tremor  shot  through  her 
frame  as  she  took  up  the  pen,  and  wrote 
on  a  sheet  of  paper  which  he  had  already 
headed  with  a  date : 

“  I  have  bad  news  for  you,  but  I  hope 
1  may  be  in  time  to  keep  it  from  being 
worse.  I  have  reason  to  think  that  Doro¬ 
thea  has  gone  to  Lakefield  to  be  married 
there  to  Carli  Wappinger.  Should  there 
be  any  mistake  you  will  forgive  me  for 
disturbing  you;  but  I  think  it  well  to 
be  prepared  for  extreme  possibilities.  I 
am,  therefore,  going  to  Lakefield  now — 
at  once.  A  train  at  seven-fifteen  will 
get  there  a  little  after  nine.  There  are 
other  trains  through  the  evening,  the  la¬ 
test  being  at  five  minutes  after  ten. 
Should  this  reach  you  in  time  to  enable 
you  to  take  one  of  them,  you  will  be 
wise  to  do  so;  but  in  case  it  may  be  too 
late,  you  may  count  on  me  to  do  all  that 
can  be  done.  Let  some  one  be  ready  to 
answer  the  telephone  all  night.  I  shall 
communicate  with  the  house  from  the 
Bay  Tree  Inn.  I  must  ask  you  again  to 
forgive  me  if  I  am  interfering  rashly  in 
your  affairs,  but  you  can  understand  that 
I  have  no  time  to  take  counsel  or  reflect. 

“  Diane  Eveletii.” 

Having  made  two  copies  of  this  letter, 
she  called  Simmons  and  Fulton  and  gave 
them  their  instructions.  There  had  been 
an  accident,  she  said,  of  which  she  had 


been  able  to  get  only  imperfect  informa¬ 
tion,  but  it  seemed  possible  that  Miss 
Dorothea  was  involved  in  it.  She  herself 
was  hurrying  to  Lakefield,  and  it  would 
be  Simmons’s  task  to  find  Mr.  Pruyn  in 
time  for  him  to  catch  the  ten-five  train,  at 
latest.  He  was  to  pack  two  valises  with 
all  that  Mr.  Pruyn  could  require  for  a 
change.  He  was  to  take  one  of  the  two 
letters,  and  one  of  the  two  valises,  and 
go  from  place  to  place,  until  he  tracked 
his  master  down.  Fulton  was  to  say 
nothing  to  alarm  the  other  servants, 
merely  informing  Miss  Dorothea’s  maid, 
that  the  young  lady  was  absent  for  the 
night,  and  that  Mrs.  Eveleth  was  with 
her.  He  would  take  charge  of  the  sec¬ 
ond  letter  and  the  second  valise,  in  case 
Mr.  Pruyn  should  return  to  the  house 
before  Simmons  could  find  him.  The 
important  charge  of  the  telephone  was 
also  to  be  in  Fulton’s  trust,  and  he  was 
to  answer  all  calls  through  the  night. 
In  concluding  her  directions  Diane  ac¬ 
knowledged  her  relief  in  having  two  lieu¬ 
tenants  on  whose  silence,  energy,  and 
tact  she  could  so  thoroughly  depend. 
She  committed  the  matter  to  their  hands 
not  merely  as  to  Mr.  Pruyn’s  butler  and 
valet,  but  as  to  his  trusted  friends,  and 
in  that  capacity  she  was  sure  they  would 
do  their  duty  and  hold  their  tongues. 

In  a  similar  spirit,  when  she  had  ar¬ 
rived,  about  half  past  nine,  at  the  Bay 
Tree  Inn,  she  asked  for  the  manager,  and 
took  him  into  her  confidence.  A  run¬ 
away  marriage,  she  informed  him,  had 
been  planned  to  take  place  that  very 
night  at  Lakefield;  and  she  had  come 
there  as  the  companion  and  friend  of  a 
motherless  girl,  her  object  being  to  post¬ 
pone  the  ceremony. 

The  manager  listened  with  sympathy, 
and  promised  his  help.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  a  gentleman  had  arrived,  driving  his 
his  own  motor,  that  very  afternoon  He 
had  put  the  machine  in  the  garage,  and 
taken  a  room,  but  had  not  registered. 
Their  season  having  scarcely  begun,  and 
the  hotel  being  empty,  they  were  some¬ 
what  careless  about  such  formalities.  He 
could  only  say  that  the  young  man  was 
tall,  fair,  and  slender,  and  seemed  to 
be  a  person  of  means.  He  believed,  too, 
that  at  this  very  minute  he  was  smoking 
on  the  terrace  before  the  door.  If  Diane 
had  not  come  up  by  another  way  she  must 
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have  met  him.  She  could  step  out  on 
the  terrace  and  see  for  herself  whether 
it  was  the  person  she  was  looking  for 
or  not. 

Being  tolerably  sure  of  that  already, 
Diane  preferred  to  complete  her  arrange¬ 
ments  first.  She  would  ask  for  a  room  as 
near  as  possible  to  the  main  door  of  the 
hotel,  so  that  when  the  young  lady  ar¬ 
rived  she  could  be  ushered  directly  into 
it.  Fortunately  the  establishment  was 
able  to  offer  her  exactly  what  she  re¬ 
quired,  one  of  the  invalids’  suites  which 
were  a  special  feature  of  the  house — a 
little  sitting-room  and  bedroom,  right  at 
the  front  door,  for  the  use  of  persons 
whose  infirmities  made  a  long  walk  be¬ 
tween  their  own  apartments  and  the  sun- 
parlor  inadvisable.  Having  inspected  and 
accepted  it,  Diane  bathed  her  face  and 
smoothed  her  hair,  after  which  she  stepped 
out  to  confront  Mr.  Wappinger. 

CHAPTER  XX 

The  saw  him  at  the  end  of  the  ter¬ 
race,  peering  through  the  moonlight, 
down  the  driveway.  She  did  not  go 
forward  to  meet  him,  but  waited  until 
he  turned  in  her  direction.  She  knew 
that  at  a  distance,  and  especially  at  night, 
her  own  figure  was  not  unlike  Dorothea’s, 
and  calculated  on  that  effect.  She  di¬ 
vined  his  start  of  astonishment  on  catch¬ 
ing  sight  of  her  by  the  abrupt  jerk  of  his 
person  and  the  way  in  which  he  half  threw 
up  his  hands.  When  he  began  coming 
forward,  it  was  with  a  slow,  interrogative 
movement,  as  though  he  were  asking  how 
she  had  come  there,  in  disregard  of  their 
preconcerted  signals.  Some  exclamation 
was  already  on  his  lips,  when,  by  the  light 
streaming  from  the  windows  of  the  hotel, 
he  saw  his  mistake,  and  paused. 

“  Good  evening,  Mr.  Wappinger.  What 
an  extraordinary  meeting!” 

Priding  himself  on  his  worldly  wisdom, 
Carli  Wappinger  never  allowed  himself 
to  be  caught  by  any  trick  of  feminine 
finesse.  On  the  present  occasion  he  stood 
stock-still  and  silent,  eying  Diane  as  a 
bird  eyes  a  trap  before  hopping  into  it. 
Though  he  knew  her  as  a  friend  to  Dor¬ 
othea  and  himself,  he  knew  her  as  a  subtle 
friend,  hiding  under  her  sympathy  many 
of  those  kindly  devices  which  experience 
keeps  to  foil  the  young.  lie  did  not  com¬ 


plain  of  her  for  that,  finding  it  legitimate 
that  she  should  avail  herself  of  what  he 
called  “  the  stock  in  trade  of  a  chaperon  ” ; 
while  it  had  often  amused  him  to  outwit 
her.  But  now  it  was  a  matter  of  Greek 
meeting  Greek,  and  she  must  be  given 
to  understand  that  he  was  the  stronger. 
How  she  had  discovered  their  plans  he 
did  not  stop  to  think;  but  he  must  make 
it  plain  to  her  that  he  was  not  duped 
into  ascribing  her  presence  at  Lakefield 
to  an  accident. 

“  Is  it  an  extraordinary  meeting,  Mrs. 
Eveleth — for  you  ?” 

“  No,  not  for  me,”  Diane  replied,  read¬ 
ily.  “  I  only  thought  it  might  be — for 
you.” 

“  Then  I’ll  admit  that  it  is.” 

“  But  I  hoped,  too,”  she  continued, 
moving  a  little  nearer  to  him,  “  that  my 
coming  might  be  in  the  way  of  a  — 
pleasant  surprise.” 

“Oh  yes;  certainly;  very  pleasant — 
very  pleasant  indeed.” 

“  I’m  a  good  deal  relieved  to  hear  you 
say  that,  Mr.  Wappinger,”  she  said, 
“  because  there  was  a  possibility  that  you 
mightn’t  like  it.” 

“  Whether  I  like  it  or  not,”  he  said, 
warily,  “  will  depend  upon  your  motive.” 

“  I  don’t  think  you’ll  find  any  fault 
with  that.  I  came  because  I  thought  I 
could  help  Dorothea.  I  hoped  I  might 
be  able  indirectly  to  help  you,  too.” 

“  What  makes  you  think  we’re  in  need 
of  help  ?” 

She  came  near  enough  for  him  to  see 
her  smile. 

“  Because,  until  after  you’re  married, 
you'll  both  be  in  an  embarrassing  posi¬ 
tion.” 

u  There  are  worse  things  in  the  world 
than  that.” 

“  Not  many.  I  can  hardly  imagine  two 
people  like  Dorothea  and  yourself  more 
awkwardly  placed  than  you’ll  be  from  the 
minute  she  arrives.  Remember,  you’re 
not  Strephon  and  Chloe  in  a  pastoral ; 
you’re  two  most  sophisticated  members  of 
a  most  sophisticated  set,  who  scarcely 
know  how  to  walk  about  excepting  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  rules  of  a  code  of  etiquette. 
Neither  of  you  was  made  for  escapade; 
and  I’m  sure  you  don’t  like  it,  any  more 
than  she  will.” 

“  And  so  you’ve  come  to  relieve  the 
situation  ?” 
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“  Exactly.” 

a  And  for  anything  else  ?” 

u  What  else  should  I  come  for  ?” 

“  You  might  have  come  for — two  or 
three  things.” 

“  One  of  which  would  be  to  interfere 
with  your  plans.  Well,  I  haven’t.  If  I 
had  wanted  to  do  that,  I  could  have  done 
it  long  ago.  Ill  tell  you  outright  that 
Mr.  Pruyn  requested  me  more  than  once 
to  put  a  stop  to  your  acquaintance  with 
Dorothea,  and  I  refused.  I  refused  at 
first  because  I  didn’t  think  it  wise,  and 
afterwards  because  I  liked  you.  I  kept 
on  refusing  because  I  came  to  see  in 
the  end  that  you  were  born  to  marry  Dor¬ 
othea,  and  that  no  one  else  would  ever 
suit  her.  I’m  here  this  evening  because 
I  believe  that  still  and  I  want  you  to  be 
happy.” 

“  Did  you  think  your  coming  would 
make  us  happier?” 

“  In  the  long  run — yes.  You  may  not 
see  it  to-night,  but  you  will  to-morrow. 
You  can’t  imagine  that  I  would  run  the 
risk  of  forcing  myself  upon  you  unless 
I  was  sure  there  was  something  I  could 
do.” 

“  Well— what  is  it?” 

“  It  isn’t  much,  and  yet  it’s  a  great 
deal.  When  you  and  Dorothea  are  mar¬ 
ried  I  want  to  go  with  you.  I  want  to 
be  there.  I  don’t  want  her  to  go  friend¬ 
less.  When  she  goes  back  to  town  to¬ 
morrow,  and  everything  has  to  be  ex¬ 
plained,  I  want  her  to  be  able  to  say 
that  I  was  beside  her.  I  know  that  mine 
is  not  a  name  to  carry  jnuch  authority, 
but  I’m  a  woman — I’m  a  married  woman 
— above  all,  I’m  a  woman  who  has  held 
a  position  of  responsibility,  almost  a 
mother’s  place,  towards  Dorothea  herself 
— and  there  are  moments  in  life  when 
any  kind  of  woman  is  better  than  none 
at  all.  You  may  not  see  it  just  now, 
but — ” 

“  Oh  yes,  I  do,”  he  said,  slowly ;  “  only 
when  you’ve  gone  in  for  an  unconven¬ 
tional  thing  you  might  as  well  be  hung 
for  a  sheep  as  a  lamb.” 

“  I  don’t  agree  with  you.  Nothing  more 
than  the  unconventional  requires  a  nicely 
discriminating  taste;  and  it’s  no  use  be¬ 
ing  more  violent  than  you  can  help. 
You  and  Dorothea  are  making  a  match 
that  sets  the  rules  of  your  world  at  de¬ 
fiance,  but  you  may  as  well  avail  your¬ 


selves  of  any  little  mitigation  that  comes 
to  hand.  Life  is  going  to  be  hard  enough 
for  you  as  it  is — ” 

“  Oh,  I  don’t  know  about  that.  They 
can’t  do  anything  to  us — ” 

“  Not  to  you,  perhaps,  because  you’re 
a  man.  But  they  can  to  Dorothea,  and 
they  will.  This  is  just  one  of  those  queer 
situations  in  which  you’ll  get  the  credit 
and  she’ll  get  the  blame.  You  can  al¬ 
ways  make  a  poem  on  Young  Lochinvar, 
when  it’s  less  easy  to  approve  of  the 
damsel  who  springs  to  the  pillion  behind 
him.  I  don’t  pretend  to  account  for  this 
idiosyncrasy  of  human  nature;  I  merely 
state  it  as  a  fact.  Society  will  forget 
that  you  ran  away  with  Dorothea;  but 
it  will  never  forget  that  she  ran  away 
with  you.” 

“  H’m !” 

“  But  I  don’t  see  that  that  need  dis¬ 
tress  you.  You  wouldn’t  care;  and  as 
for  Dorothea,  she’s  got  the  pluck  of  a 
soldier.  Depend  upon  it,  she  sees  the 
whole  situation  already,  and  is  prepared 
to  face  it.  That’s  part  of  the  difference 
between  a  woman  and  a  man.  You  can 
go  into  a  thing  like  this  without  looking 
ahead,  because  you  know  that,  whatever 
the  opposition,  you  can  keep  it  down. 
A  woman  is  too  weak  for  that.  She  must 
count  every  danger  beforehand.  Dor¬ 
othea  has  done  that.  This  isn’t  going  to 
be  a  leap  in  the  dark  for  her;  it  wouldn’t 
be  for  any  girl  of  her  intelligence  and 
social  instincts.  She  knows  what  she’s 
doing,  and  she’s  doing  it  for  you.  She 
has  made  her  sacrifice,  and  made  it  will¬ 
ingly,  before  she  consented  to  take  this 
step  at  all.  She  crossed  her  Rubicon 
without  saying  anything  to  you  about  it, 
and  you  needn’t  consider  her  any  more.” 

“  Well,  I  like  that,”  he  said,  in  an  in¬ 
jured  tone,  thrusting  his  hands  into  his 
overcoat  pockets  and  beginning  to  move 
along  the  terrace. 

“  Yes ;  I  thought  you’d  like  it,”  she 
agreed,  walking  by  his  side.  “  It  shows 
what  she’s  willing  to  give  up  for  you.  It 
shows  even  more  than  that.  It  shows 
how  she  loves  you.  Dorothea  is  not  a 
girl  who  holds  society  lightly;  and  if  she 
renounces  it — ” 

“  Oh,  but,  come  now,  Mrs.  Eveleth !  It 
isn’t  going  to  be  as  bad  as  that.” 

“  It  isn’t  going  to  be  as  bad  as  any¬ 
thing.  Bad  is  not  the  word.  When  I 
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speak  of  renouncing  society,  of  course  I 
only  mean  renouncing — the  best.  There 
will  always  be  some  people  to —  Well, 
you  remember  Dumas’s  comparison  of  the 
sixpenny  and  the  six-shilling  peaches.  If 
you  can’t  have  the  latter,  you  will  be  able 
to  afford  the  former.” 

They  walked  on  in  silence  to  the  end 
of  the  terrace,  and  it  was  not  till  after 
they  had  turned  that  the  young  man 
spoke  again. 

“  I  believe  you’re  overdrawing  it,”  he 
said,  with  some  decision. 

“  Isn’t  it  you  who  are  overdrawing 
what  I  mean?  I’m  simply  trying  to  say 
that  while  things  won’t  be  very  pleasant 
for  you,  they  won’t  be  worse  than  you 
can  easily  bear — especially  when  Dor¬ 
othea  has  steeled  herself  to  them  in  ad¬ 
vance.  I  repeat,  too,  that,  poor  as  I  am, 
my  presence  will  be  taken  as  safeguarding 
some  of  the  proprieties  people  expect  one 
to  observe.  I  speak  of  my  presence,  but, 
after  all,  you  may  have  provided  yourself 
with  some  one  better.  I  didn’t  think 
of  that.” 

“No;  there’s  no  one.” 

“  Then  Dorothea  is  coming  all  alone  ?” 

“  Reggie  Bradford  is  bringing  her — if 
you  want  to  know.” 

“  By  the  ten-five  train  ?” 

“No;  in  his  motor.” 

“  How  very  convenient  these  motors 
are !  And  has  she  no  companion  but 
Mr.  Bradford?” 

“  She  hasn’t  any  companion  at  all. 
She  doesn’t  even  know  that  the  man  driv¬ 
ing  the  machine  is  Reggie.  He  thought 
that,  going  very  slowly,  as  he  promised 
to  do,  to  avoid  all  chances  of  accident, 
they  might  arrive  by  eleven.” 

“  And  Dorothea  was  to  be  alone  here 
with  you  two  men?” 

“  Well,  you  see,  we  are  to  be  married 
as  soon  as  she  arrives.  We  go  straight 
from  here  to  the  clergyman’s  house;  he’s 
waiting  for  us;  in  ten  minutes’  time  I 
shall  be  her  husband ;  and  then  everything 
will  be  all  right.” 

“  How  cleverly  you’ve  arranged  it!” 

“  I  had  to  make  my  arrangements 
pretty  close,”  Carli  explained,  in  a  tone 
of  pride.  “  There  were  a  good  many 
difficulties  to  overcome,  but  I  did  it.  Dor¬ 
othea  has  had  no  trouble  at  all,  and  will 
have  none ;  that  is,”  he  added,  with  a 
sigh,  at  the  recollection  of  what  Diane 


had  just  said,  “  as  far  as  getting  down 
here  is  concerned.  She  went  to  tea  at 
the  Belfords’,  and  on  coming  out  she 
found  a  motor  waiting  for  her  at  the 
door.  She  walked  into  it  without  ask¬ 
ing  questions  and  sat  down ;  and  that’s 
all.  She  doesn’t  know  whose  motor  it  is, 
or  where  she’s  going,  except  that  she  is 
being  taken  towards  me.  I  provided  her 
with  everything — even  to  refreshments 
and  a  dressing-bag.  She’s  got  nothing 
to  do  but  sit  still  till  she  gets  here,  when 
she  will  be  married  almost  before  she 
knows  she  has  arrived.” 

“  It’s  certainly  most  romantic ;  and  if 
one  has  to  do  such  things,  they  couldn’t 
be  done  better.” 

“  Well,  one  has  to — sometimes.” 

“  Yes;  so  I  see.” 

“  What  do  you  suppose  Derek  Pruyn 
will  say?”  he  asked,  after  a  brief  pause. 

“  I  haven’t  the  least  idea  what  he’ll  say 
— under  these  circumstances.  Of  course 
I  always  knew —  But  there’s  no  use 
speaking  about  that  now.” 

“  Speaking  about  what  now  ?”  he  asked, 
sharply. 

“  Oh,  nothing !  One  must  be  with  Mr. 
Pruyn  constantly — live  in  his  house — to 
understand  him.  You  can  always  count 
on  his  being  kinder  than  he  seems  at 
first,  or  on  the  surface.  During  the  last 
months  I  was  with  Dorothea  I  could  see 
plainly  enough  that  in  the  end  she  would 
get  her  way.” 

He  paused  abruptly  in  his  walk  and 
confronted  her. 

“  Then,  for  Heaven’s  sake,”  he  demand¬ 
ed,  “  why  didn’t  you  tell  me  that  before  ?” 

“You  never  asked  me.  I  couldn’t  go 
round  shouting  it  out  for  nothing.  Be¬ 
sides,  it  was  only  my  opinion,  in  which, 
after  all,  I  am  quite  likely  to  be  wrong.” 

“  But  quite  likely  to  be  right.” 

“  I  suppose  so,  and  naturally  I  should 
have  told  you,”  she  went  on,  humbly,  “  if 
I  had  thought  that  you  wanted  to  hear; 
but  how  was  I  to  know  that  ?  One  doesn’t 
talk  about  other  people’s  private  affairs 
unless  one  is  invited.  In  any  case  it 
doesn’t  matter  now.  A  man  who  can 
cut  the  Gordian  knot  as  you  can  doesn’t 
care  to  hear  that  there’s  a  way  by  which 
it  might  have  been  unravelled.” 

“  I’m  not  so  sure  about  that.  There 
are  cases  in  which  the  longest  way  round 
is  the  shortest  way  home,  and  if — ” 
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“  But  I  didn’t  suppose  you  would  con¬ 
sider  so  cautious  a  route  as  that.” 

“  I  shouldn’t  for  myself ;  but,  you  see, 
I  have  to  think  of  Dorothea.” 

“  But  I’ve  already  told  you  that  there’s 
no  occasion  for  that.  If  Dorothea  has 
made  her  choice  with  her  eyes  open — ” 

“Good  Lord!”  he  cried,  impatiently, 
“  you  talk  as  if  all  I  wanted  was  to  get 
her  into  a  noose.” 

* 

“  Well,  isn’t  it  ?  Perhaps  I’m  stupid, 
but  I  thought  the  whole  reason  for  bring¬ 
ing  her  down  here  was  because — ” 

“  Because  we  thought  there  was  no 
other  way,”  he  finished,  in  a  tone  of 
exasperation.  “  But  if  there  is  another 
way — ” 

“  I’m  not  at  all  sure  that  there  is,”  she 
retorted,  with  a  touch  of  asperity,  to  keep 
pace  with  his  rising  emotion.  “  Don’t  be¬ 
gin  to  think  that  because  I  said  Mr. 
Pruyn  was  coming  round  to  it  lie’s 
obliged  to  do  it.” 

“  No;  but  if  there  was  a  chance — ” 

“  Of  course  there’s  always  that.  But 
what  then?” 

“  Well,  then — there VI  be  no  particular 
reason  for  rushing  the  thing  to-night. 
But  I  don’t  know,  though,”  he  continued, 
with  a  sudden  change  of  tone ;  “  we’re 
here,  and  perhaps  we  might  as  well  go 
through  with  it.  All  I  want  is  her  happi¬ 
ness;  and  since  she  can’t  be  happy  in 
her  own  home — ” 

Diane  laughed  softly,  and  he  stopped 
once  more  in  his  walk  to  look  down  at 
her. 

“  There’s  one  thing  you  ought  to  under¬ 
stand  about  Dorothea,”  she  said,  with  a 
little  air  of  amusement.  “You  know 
how  fond  I  am  of  her,  and  that  I  would¬ 
n’t  criticise  her  for  the  world.  Now, 
don’t  be  offended,  and  don’t  glower  at 
me  like  that,  for  I  must  say  it.  Dor¬ 
othea  isn’t  unhappy  because  she  hasn’t 
a  good  home,  or  because  she  has  a  stern 
father,  or  because  she  can’t  marry  you. 
She’s  unhappy  because  she  isn’t  getting 
her  own  way,  and  for  no  other  reason 
whatever.  She’s  the  dearest,  sweetest, 
most  loving  little  girl  on  earth,  but  she 
has  a  will  like  steel.  Whatever  she  sets 
her  mind  on,  great  or  small,  that  she  is 
determined  to  do,  and  when  it’s  done  she 
doesn’t  care  any  more  about  it.  When  I 
was  with  her  I  never  crossed  her  in  any¬ 
thing.  I  let  her  do  what  she  was  bent 


on  doing,  right  up  to  the  point  where 
she  saw  herself  that  she  didn’t  want  to. 
If  her  father  would  only  treat  her  like 
that,  she — ” 

“  She  wouldn’t  be  coming  down  here  to¬ 
night.  That’s  what  you  mean,  isn’t  it?” 

“  Oh  no !  How  can  you  say  so  ?” 

t;  I  can  say  so,  because  I  think  there’s 
a  good  deal  of  truth  in  it.  I’m  not  with¬ 
out  some  glimmering  of  insight  into  her 
character  myself;  and  to  be  quite  frank, 
it  was  seeing  her  set  her  pretty  white 
teeth  and  clench  her  fist  and  stamp  her 
foot,  to  get  her  way  over  nothing  at  all, 
that  first  made  me  fall  in  love  with  her.” 

“  Then  I  will  say  no  more.  I  see  you 
know  her  as  well  as  I  do.” 

“  Yes,  I  know  her,”  he  said,  confidently, 
marching  on  again.  “  I  don’t  think  there 
are  many  corners  of  her  character  into 
which  I  haven’t  seen.” 

Several  remarks  arose  to  Diane’s  lips, 
but  she  repressed  them,  and  they  con¬ 
tinued  their  walk  in  silence.  During  the 
three  or  four  turns  they  took,  side  by  side, 
up  and  down  the  terrace,  she  divined  the 
course  his  thought  was  taking,  and  her 
speech  was  with  his  inner  rather  than 
his  outer  man.  Suddenly  he  stopped,  with 
one  of  his  jerky  pauses,  and  when  he 
spoke  liis  voice  took  on  a  boyish  quality 
that  made  it  appealing. 

“  Mrs.  Eveleth,  do  you  know  what  I 
think  ?  I  think  that  you  and  I  have 
come  down  here  on  what  looks  like  a 
fool’s  business.  If  it  wasn’t  for  leav¬ 
ing  Dorothea  here  with  Reggie  Brad¬ 
ford  I’d  put  you  in  the  motor  and  we’d 
travel  back  to  New  York  as  fast  as  tires 
could  take  us.” 

“  Upon  my  word,”  she  confessed,  “  you 
make  me  almost  wish  we  could  do  it. 
But,  of  course,  it  isn’t  possible.  There 
must  be  some  one  here  to  meet  Dorothea 
— and  explain.  I  could  do  that  if  you 
liked.” 

“  Oh  no,”  he  exclaimed,  with  a  new 
change  of  mind ;  “  I  should  look  as  if  I 
was  showing  the  white  feather.” 

“  On  the  contrary,  you’d  look  as  if  you 
knew  what  it  was  to  be  a  man.” 

“  And  Derek  Pruyn  might  hold  out 
against  me  in  the  end.” 

“  It  would  be  time  enough,  even  then, 
to  do — what  you  meant  to  do  to-night; 
and  I’d  help  you.” 

He  hesitated  still,  till  another  thought 
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occurred  to  him. 

“  Oh,  what’s  the  good  ?  It’s  too  late  to 
rectify  anything  now.  They  must  know 
at  her  house  by  this  time  that  she  has 
left  her  home — with  me.” 

“No;  I’ve  anticipated  that.  They  un¬ 
derstand  that  she’s  here,  at  the  Bay  Tree 
Inn — with  me.” 

He  moved  away  from  her  with  a  quick 
backward  leap. 

“With  you?  You’ve  done  that? 
You’ve  seen  them?  You’ve  told  them? 
You’re  a  wonderful  woman,  Mrs.  Eveleth. 
I  see  now  what  you’ve  been  up  to,”  he 
added,  with  a  shrill,  nervous  laugh. 
“  You’ve  been  turning  me  round  your 
little  finger;  and  I’m  hanged  if  you 
haven’t  done  it  very  cleverly.  You’ve 
failed  in  this  one  point,  however,  that 
you  haven’t  done  it  quite  cleverly  enough. 
I  stay.” 

“  Very  well ;  but  you  won’t  refuse  to 
let  me  stay  too — for  the  reasons  that  I 
gave  you  at  first.” 

“You’re  wily,  I  must  say!  If  you 
can’t  get  best,  you’re  willing  to  take 
second  best.  Isn’t  that  it?” 

“  That’s  it  exactly.  I  did  hope  that 
no  marriage  would  take  place  between 
Dorothea  and  you  to-night.  I  hoped 
that,  before  you  came  to  that,  you’d 
realize  to  what  a  degree  you’re  taking 
advantage  of  her  wilfulness  and  her  love 
for  you — for  it’s  a  mixture  of  both — to  put 
her  in  a  false  position,  from  which  she’ll 
never  wholly  free  herself  as  long  as  she 
lives.  I  hoped  you’d  be  man  enough 
to  go  back  and  win  her  from  her  father 
by  open  means.  Failing  all  that,  I  hoped 
you’d  let  me  blunt  the  keenest  edge  of 
your  folly  by  giving  to  your  marriage 
the  countenance  which  my  presence  at 
it  could  bestow.  Was  there  any  harm 
in  that  ?  Was  there  anything  for  you  to 
resent,  or  for  me  to  be  ashamed  of?  Is 
a  good  thing  less  good  because  I  wish  it, 
or  a  wise  thought  less  wise  because  I 
think  it?  You  talk  of  turning  you  round 
my  little  finger,  as  though  it  was  some¬ 
thing  at  which  you  had  to  take  offence. 
My  dear  boy,  that  only  shows  how 
young  you  are.  Every  good  woman, 
if  I  may  call  myself  one,  turns  the 
men  she  cares  for  round  her  little  fin¬ 
ger,  and  it’s  the  men  who  are  worth 
most  in  life  who  submit  most  read¬ 
ily  to  the  process.  Do  you  know  why 


God  created  angels?  It  was  to  whisper 
good  thoughts  to  women.  Do  you  know 
why  he  created  women  ?  It  was  to  whis¬ 
per  good  thoughts  to  men.  When  you’re 
a  little  older,  when,  perhaps,  you  have 
children  of  your  own,  you’ll  understand 
better  what  I’ve  done  for  you  to-night; 
and  you  won’t  use  towards  my  memory 
the  tone  of  semi-jocular  disdain  that  has 
entered  into  nearly  every  word  you’ve 
addressed  to  me  this  evening.  Now,  if 
you’ll  excuse  me,”  she  added,  wearily, 
“  I  think  I’ll  go  in.  I’m  very  tired,  and 
I’ll  rest  till  Dorothea  comes.  When  she 
arrives  you  must  bring  her  to  me  direct¬ 
ly;  and  she  must  stay  with  me  till  I 
take  her  to — the  wedding.  My  room 
is  the  first  door  on  the  left  of  the 
main  entrance.”  * 

She  was  half-way  across  the  terrace 
when  he  called  out  to  her,  the  boyish 
tremor  in  his  voice  more  accentuated 
than  before. 

“  Wait  a  minute.  There’s  lots  of  time.” 
She  came  back  a  few  paces  towards  him. 
“  Shouldn’t  I  look  very  grotesque  if  I 
hooked  it?” 

“  Not  half  so  grotesque  as  you’ll  look 
to-morrow  morning  when  you  have  to  go 
back  to  town  and  tell  every  one  you  meet 
that  you  and  Dorothea  Pruyn  have  run 
away  and  got  married.  That’s  when 
you’ll  look  foolish  and  cut  a  pathetic  fig¬ 
ure.  As  things  are  it  could  be  kept  be¬ 
tween  two  or  three  of  us;  but  if  you  go 
on,  you’ll  be  in  all  the  papers  by  to- 
inorrow  afternoon.  Does  your  mother 
know  ?” 

“  I  suppose  she  does  by  this  time ;  I 
wired  when  I  knew  it  was  too  late  for 
her  to  spread  the  alarm.  But  I  don’t 
mind  about  her.  She’ll  be  only  too  glad 
to  have  me  back  at  any  price.” 

“  Then — I’d  go.” 

The  light  from  the  hotel  was  full  on 
his  face,  and  she  could  almost  have 
kissed  him  for  his  doleful,  crestfallen 
expression. 

“  Well— I  will.” 

There  was  no  heroism  in  the  way  in 
which  he  said  the  words,  and  the  spring 
disappeared  from  his  walk  as  he  went 
back  to  the  hotel  to  pay  his  bill  and  order 
out  his  “  machine.”  Diane  smiled  to 
herself  to  see  how  his  head  drooped 
and  his  shoulders  sagged,  but  her  eyes 
blinked  at  the  mist  that  rose  before  them. 
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After  all,  lie  was  little  more  than  a  school¬ 
boy,  and  he  and  Dorothea  were  but  two 
children  at  play. 

She  did  not  continue  her  own  way  into 
the  hotel.  Now  that  the  first  part  of  her 
purpose  in  coming  had  been  accomplished, 
she  was  free  to  remember  what  the  com¬ 
edy  with  Carli  had  almost  excluded  from 
her  mind — that  within  an  hour  or  two 
Derek  Pruyn  and  she  might  be  face  to 
face  again.  The  thought  made  her  heart 
leap  as  with  sudden  fright.  Fortunately, 
Dorothea  would  have  arrived  by  that 
time,  and  would  stand  between  them, 
otherwise  the  mere  possibility  would  have 
been  overwhelming. 

Yes;  Dorothea  ought  to  be  coming 
soon.  She  looked  at  her  watch,  and  found 
'it.  was  nearly  eleven.  On  the  stillness  of 
the  night  there  came  a  sound,  a  clatter, 
a  whiz,  a  throb — the  unmistakable  noise 
of  an  automobile.  She  hurried  to  the 
end  of  the  terrace;  but  it  was  not  Dor¬ 
othea  coming;  it  was  Carli  going  away. 
She  breathed  more  freely,  standing  to 
see  him  pass,  and  know  that  he  was 
really  gone. 

A  minute  later  he  went  by  in  the  moon¬ 
light,  waving  his  hand  to  her  as  she  stood 
silhouetted  on  the  terrace  above  him. 
Then,  to  her  annoyance,  the  motor  stopped 
and  he  leaped  out.  For  a  moment  her 
heart  stood  still  in  alarm,  for  if  he  was 
coming  back  the  work  might  be  to  do 
all  over  again.  He  did  come  back,  scram¬ 
bling  up  the  steps  till  he  was  at  her  feet. 
But  it  was  only  to  seize  her  hand  and 
kiss  it  hastily,  after  which,  without  a 
word,  he  was  off  again.  Then  once  more 
the  huge  machine  clattered  and  whizzed 
and  throbbed,  rattling  its  way  down  the 
drive  and  on  into  the  dark,  till  all  sound 
died  away  in  the  solemn  winter  silence. 

CHAPTER  XXI 

DURING  the  next  half  hour  small 
practical  tasks  occupied  Diane’s 
mind  and  kept  the  thought  of  Derek 
Pruyn’s  arrival  from  becoming  more  than 
a  subconscious  dread.  She  informed  the 
manager  of  her  success  with  his  mysteri¬ 
ous  young  guest,  and  arranged  that  Dor¬ 
othea,  when  she  came,  should  spend  the 
night  with  her.  Then  she  put  herself 
in  telephonic  communication,  first  with 
Mrs.  Wappinger,  and  with  Fulton.  She 


gave  the  former  the  intelligence  that 
Carli  had  departed,  and  received  from 
the  latter  the  information  that  Sim¬ 
mons  had  found  his  master,  who  had 
been  able  to  leave  for  Lakefield  by 
the  ten-five  train.  These  steps  being 
taken,  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  to 
sit  down  and  wait  for  Dorothea.  Allow¬ 
ing  thirty  or  forty  minutes  for  possible 
delays,  she  calculated  that  the  girl  ought 
to  arrive  a  good  half  hour  before  her 
father.  This  would  give  her  time  to 
deal  with  each  separately,  clearing  up 
misunderstandings  on  both  sides,  and 
preparing  the  way  for  such  a  meeting 
as  would  lead  to  mutual  concessions  and 
future  peace. 

Physically  tired,  she  took  off  her  hat, 
and  threw  herself  on  the  couch  in  her 
little  sitting-room.  By  sheer  force  of  will 
she  continued  to  shut  out  Derek  from 
her  thought,  concentrating  all  her  men¬ 
tal  faculties  on  the  arguments  and  per¬ 
suasions  she  should  bring  to  bear  on 
Dorothea.  She  had  no  nervousness  on 
this  account.  The  naughty,  headstrong 
child  that  runs  away  from  home  does  not 
get  far  without  a  realizing  sense  of 
its  happy  shelter.  She  divined  that  the 
long  ride  through  the  dark,  with  an  un¬ 
known  man,  towards  an  unknown  goal, 
would  have  already  subdued  Dorothea’s 
spirits  to  the  point  where  she  would  be 
only  too  glad  to  find  herself  dropping 
into  familiar,  feminine  arms. 

At  eleven  o’clock  she  got  up  from  her 
couch  with  a  vague  impulse  to  be  in  a 
more  direct  attitude  of  welcome.  At  half 
past  eleven  she  went  to  the  office  to  in¬ 
quire  of  the  manager  how  long  a  motor 
going  slowly  should  take  to  reach  Lake- 
field  from  New  York,  assuming  that  it 
had  got  away  from  the  city  about  six 
o’clock.  Alarmed  by  his  reply,  she  beg¬ 
ged  him  to  keep  a  certain  number  of  the 
servants  up,  and  the  hotel  in  readiness 
to  cope  with  any  emergency  or  accident, 
promising  liberal  remuneration  for  all 
unusual  work.  After  that  came  another 
long  hour  of  waiting. 

It  was  about  half  past  twelve  when 
there  was  a  sound  of  a  carriage  coming 
up  the  driveway.  It  was  probably  Derek; 
and  yet  there  was  a  possibility  that,  the 
automobile  having  broken  down,  Reggie 
and  Dorothea  had  been  obliged  to  fin¬ 
ish  their  journey  in  a  humbler  way  than 
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that  in  which  they  had  started.  Diane 
hurried  to  the  terrace.  The  moon  had 
set,  but  the  stars  were  out;  and  the  night 
had  grown  colder.  The  pines  surround¬ 
ing  the  hotel  shot  up  weirdly  against  the 
midnight  sky,  soughing  with  a  low  mur¬ 
mur,  like  the  moan  of  primeval  nature. 
Up  the  ascent  from  the  main  road  the, 
carriage  creaked  wearily,  while  Diane’s 
heart  poured  itself  out  in  a  sort  of  inco¬ 
herent  prayer  that  Dorothea  might  have 
arrived  before  her  father.  The  horses 
dragged  themselves  to  the  steps,  and  Der¬ 
ek  Pruyn  sprang  out. 

Instinctively  Diane  fell  back. 

“  Oh,  it’s  you,”  she  gasped,  unable  for 
the  instant  to  say  more. 

“  Yes,”  he  returned,  quickly,  peering 
down  into  her  face.  “  What  news?” 

“  Dorothea  hasn’t  come.  The — the 

other  person  has  gone.” 

“  Gone  ?  How — gone  ?” 

“  He  went  away  of  his  accord.” 

“  That  is,  you  sent  him.” 

“  Not  exactly;  he  was  willing  to  go. 
lie  saw  he’d  been  doing  wrong.” 

A  porter  having  come  from  the  hotel 
and  seized  Derek’s  valise,  it  was  necessary 
for  them  to  go  in  and  attend  to  the  small 
preliminaries  of  arrival.  When  they  were 
finished  Derek  returned  to  Diane,  who 
had  seated  herself  in  a  wicker  chair  be¬ 
side  one  of  the  numerous  tea-tables  to 
which  a  large  part  of  the  hall  was  given 
up.  Under  the  eye  of  the  drowsy  clerk, 
who  still  kept  his  place  at  the  office 
desk,  she  felt  a  certain  sense  of  protec¬ 
tion,  even  though  the  width  of  the  hotel 
lay  between  them. 

“  Now,  tell  me,”  Derek  said,  in  his 
quick,  commanding  tones ;  “  tell  me 

everything.” 

He  sat  opposite  her,  on  the  other  side 
of  the  table,  upon  which  he  rested  his 
arm,  while  the  face  he  turned  to  her 
was  strained  and  the  eyes  he  fixed  on 
her  were  bright  with  mingled  emotions. 
The  correctness  of  the  evening  dress 
in  which  he  had  hurried  away  from 
the  banquet  in  New  York  introduced 
a  strange  note  of  order  into  this  disor¬ 
dered  night. 

The  repressed  intensity  of  his  bearing 
had  on  Diane  the  effect  of  making  her 
more  calmly  mistress  of  herself.  Quiet¬ 
ly,  and  in  a  manner  as  matter-of-fact  as 
she  could  make  it,  she  told  her  tale  from 


the  beginning.  She  narrated  her  sum¬ 
mons  from  Mrs.  Wappinger,  her  visit  to 
his  own  house,  her  arrangements  there, 
her  journey  to  Lakefield,  and  her  inter¬ 
view  with  Carli  Wappinger.  Without 
making  light  of  what  he  and  Dorothea 
had  undertaken  to  do,  she  reduced  their 
guilt  to  a  minimum,  turning  it  into  in¬ 
discretion  rather  than  anything  more 
grave.  She  laid  stress  on  the  excellence 
of  the  young  man’s  character,  as  well 
as  on  the  promptness  with  which  he 
had  relinquished  his  part  in  the  plot 
as  soon  as  he  saw  its  true  nature.  In 
spite  of  himself  Derek  began  to  think  of 
the  lad  as  of  one  who  had  sprung  to  his 
help  in  a  moment  of  need,  and  to  whom 
he  was  indebted  for  a  service.  Not  until 
Diane  ceased  speaking  was  he  able  to 
brush  this  absurd  impression  away,  in 
the  knowledge  that  Dorothea,  who  should 
have  arrived  nearly  two  hours  ago,  was 
still  out  in  the  dark.  That,  for  the  mo¬ 
ment,  was  the  one  fact  to  which  every¬ 
thing  else  was  subordinate. 

“  I  can’t  understand  it,”  he  said,  nerv¬ 
ously.  “  If  they  left  New  York  by  six, 
or  even  seven,  they  should  have  been 
here  by  eleven  at  the  latest.  That  would 
have  given  them  time  for  slow  going, 
or  taking  a  circuitous  route.” 

He  arose  nervously  from  his  seat,  inter¬ 
viewed  the  clerk  at  the  desk,  went  out  on 
the  terrace,  listened  in  the  silence,  walked 
restlessly  up  and  down,  and,  returning 
to  Diane,  enumerated  the  different  possi¬ 
bilities  that  would  reasonably  account  for 
the  delay  Glad  of  this  preoccupation, 
since  it  diverted  thought  from  their  more 
personal  relations,  she  pointed  out  the 
wisdom  of  accepting  whatever  explana¬ 
tion  was  least  grave  until  they  knew 
the  certainty.  When  he  had  gone  out 
several  times  more,  to  listen  on  the  ter¬ 
race,  he  came  back,  and,  resuming  his 
seat,  said,  brusquely: 

“  You  look  tired.  You  ought  to  get 
some  rest.” 

The  tone  of  intimate  care  reached 
Diane’s  heart  more  directly  than  words 
of  greater  import. 

“  I  would,”  she  said,  simply — “  that  is, 
I’d  go  to  my  room,  if  I  thought  you’d 
be  kind  to  Dorothea  when  she  came.” 

“And  don't  you  think  so?” 

“  I  think  you’d  want  to  be,”  she  smiled. 
“  ii  you  knew  how.” 
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“  But  I  shouldn’t  know  liow  ?” 

“  You  see,  it’s  a  situation  that  calls 
directly  for  a  woman;  and  you’re  so  es¬ 
sentially  a  man.  When  Dorothea  arrives, 
she  won’t  be  a  headstrong,  runaway  girl., 
she’ll  be  a  poor  little  terrified  child, 
frightened  to  death  at  what  she  has  done, 
and  wanting  nothing  so  much  as  to  creep 
sobbing  into  her  mother’s  arms  and  be 
comforted.  If  you  could  only — ” 

“  I’ll  do  anything  you  tell  me.” 

“  It’s  no  use  telling;  you  have  to  know. 
It’s  a  case  in  which  you  must  act  by 
instinct,  and  not  by  rule  of  thumb.” 

In  her  eagerness  to  have  something  to 
say  which  would  keep  conversation  away 
from  dangerous  themes,  she  spoke  ex¬ 
haustively  on  the  subject  of  parental 
tact,  holding  well  to  the  thread  of  her 
topic  until  she  perceived  that  he  was 
not  so  much  listening  to  what  she  said 
as  thinking  of  her.  But  she  had  gained 
her  point,  and  led  him  to  see  that  Doro¬ 
thea  was  to  be  treated  leniently,  which 
was  sufficient  for  the  moment. 

“  Now,”  she  finished,  rising,  “I  think 
I’ll  take  your  advice,  and  go  and  rest 
till  she  comes.  That’s  my  door,  just  op¬ 
posite.  I  chose  the  room  for  its  conven¬ 
ience  in  receiving  Dorothea.  You’ll  be 
sure  to  call  me,  won’t  you,  the  minute 
you  hear  the  sound  of  wheels?” 

He  had  sat  gazing  up  at  her,  but  now 
he,  too,  rose.  It  was  a  minute  at  which 
their  common  anxiety  regarding  Doro¬ 
thea  slipped  temporarily  into  the  back¬ 
ground,  allowing  the  main  question  at 
issue  between  them  to  assert  itself;  but 
it  asserted  itself  silently.  He  had  meant 
to  speak,  but  he  could  only  look.  She 
had  meant  to  withdraw,  but  she  remained 
to  return  his  look  with  the  lingering, 
quiet,  steady  gaze  which  time  and  place 
and  circumstance  seemed  to  make  the 
most  natural  mode  of  expression  for  the 
things  that  were  vital  between  them.  What 
passed,  thus  defied  all  analysis  of  thought, 
as  well  as  of  utterance  in  language,  but 
it  was  understood  by  each  in  his  or  her 
own  way.  To  her  it  was  the  greeting 
and  farewell  of  souls  in  different  spheres, 
who  again  pass  one  another  in  space. 
Eor  him  it  was  the  dumb,  stifled  cry  of 
nature,  the  claim  of  a  heart  demanding 
its  rightful  place  in  another  heart,  the 
protest  of  love  that  has  been  debarred 
from  its  return  by  a  cruel  code  of  mor¬ 


als,  a  preposterous  convention,  grown  sud¬ 
denly  meaningless  to  a  woman  like  her 
and  to  a  man  like  him.  Something  like 
this  it  would  have  been  a  relief  to  him 
to  cry  out,  had  not  the  strong  hand  of 
custom  been  upon  him  and  forced  him 
to  say  that  which  was  far  below  the 
pressure  of  his  yearning. 

“  This  isn’t  the  time  to  talk  about  what 
I  owe  you,”  he  said,  feeling  the  insuffi¬ 
ciency  of  his  words ;  “  it’s  too  much  to  be 
disposed  of  in  a  few  phrases.” 

“  On  the  contrary,  you  owe  me  noth¬ 
ing  at  all.” 

“  We’ll  not  dispute  the  point  now.” 

“No;  but  I’d  rather  not  leave  you  un¬ 
der  a  misapprehension.  If  I’ve  done  any¬ 
thing  to-night — been  of  any  use,  at  all — 
it’s  been  simply  because  I  loved  Doro¬ 
thea — and — and — it  was  right.  When  it 
was  in  my  power,  I  couldn’t  have  refused 
to  do  it  for  any  one — for  any  one,  you 
understand.” 

“  Oh  yes,  I  understand  perfectly ;  but 
any  one ,  in  the  same  circumstances,  would 
feel  as  I  do.  No,  not  as  I  do,”  he  cor¬ 
rected,  quickly.  “No  one  else  in  the 
world  could  feel — ” 

“  I’m  really  very  tired,”  she  said,  hur¬ 
riedly  ;  “  I’ll  go  now ;  but  I  count  on  you 
to  call  me.” 

He  watched  her  while  she  glided  across 
the  room;  but  it  was  only  when  her  door 
had  closed,  and  he  had  dropped  into  his 
seat,  that  he  was  able  to  state  to  himself 
the  fact  that  the  mere  sight  of  her  again 
had  demolished  all  the  barricades  he  had 
been  building  in  his  heart  against  her  for 
the  last  six  months.  They  had  fallen 
more  easily  than  the  walls  of  Jericho  at 
the  blast  of  the  sacred  horn.  The  inflec¬ 
tions  of  her  voice,  the  look  from  her 
eyes,  the  gestures  of  her  hands,  had  dis¬ 
pelled  them  into  nothingness,  like  ram¬ 
parts  of  mist.  But  it  was  not  that  alone ! 
He  was  too  much  an  American  man  of 
affairs  not  to  give  credit  to  the  practical 
abilities  she  had  shown  that  night.  No 
graces  of  person,  or  charms  of  mind,  or 
resources  of  courage,  could  have  called 
forth  his  admiration  more  effectively 
than  this  display  of  prosaic  executive  ca¬ 
pacity.  What  had  to  be  done  she  had 
done  more  promptly,  wisely,  and  easily 
than  any  man  could  have  accomplished 
it.  She  had  foreseen  possibilities  and 
forestalled  accident  with  a  thoroughness 
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which  he  himself  could  not  have  equalled. 

“  My  God !”  he  groaned,  inwardly, 
“  what  a  wife  she  would  have  made  for 
any  man !  How  1  could  have  loved  her, 
if  it  hadn’t  been  for — ” 

He  stopped  abruptly  and  leaped  to  his 
feet,  looking  around  dazed  on  the  great 
empty  hall,  at  the  end  of  which  a  porter 
slept  in  his  chair,  while  the  clerk  blink¬ 
ed  drowsily  behind  his  desk. 

“  I  do  love  her,”  he  declared,  to  him¬ 
self.  “  All  summer  long  I  have  uttered 
blasphemies.  I  do  love  her.  Let  her 
have  been  what  she  may,  she  shall  be 
my  wife.” 

Out  on  the  terrace  the  cold  wind  was 
grateful,  and  he  stood  for  a  minute  bare¬ 
headed,  letting  it  blow  over  his  fevered 
face  and  through  his  hair.  It  had  risen 
during  the  last  hour,  making  the  pines 
rock  slowly  in  the  starlight  and  swell¬ 
ing  their  moan  into  deep  sobs,  as  from 
the  heart  of  old  earth-forces,  Titanic  and 
uncouth,  long  ago  trampled  into  inco¬ 
herence  under  the  feet  of  men.  Here 
in  the  lonely  wood,  far  from  the  shrill 
noises  of  the  younger  race,  and  in  this 
weird  hour  between  the  midnight  and  the 
morning,  their  melancholy  music  might 
wake  again,  drowning  all  other  sounds. 

As  Derek  Pruyn  paced  the  terrace  in 
strained  expectation  he  was  deceived 
again  and  again  into  the  thought  that 
something  was  approaching.  Now  it  was 
the  champing  and  stamping  of  horses 
toiling  up  the  ascent;  now  it  was  the 
bray  and  throb  of  the  automobile;  now 
it  was  the  voices  of  men,  conversing  or 
calling  or  breaking  into  laughter.  Twen¬ 
ty  times  he  hastened  to  the  steps  at  the 
end  of  the  terrace,  sure  he  could  not 
have  been  mistaken,  only  to  hear  the 
earth-forces  sob  and  sough  and  shout 
again,  as  if  in  derision  of  this  puny, 
presumptuous  mortal,  with  his  evanes¬ 
cent  joy  and  pain. 

So  another  hour  passed.  His  mind  was 
not  of  the  imaginative  order  which  in¬ 
vents  disaster  in  moments  of  suspense,  so 
that  he  was  able  to  keep  his  watch  more 
patiently  than  many  another  might  have 
done.  Once  he  tried  to  smoke;  but  the 
mere  scent  of  tobacco  seemed  out  of  place 
in  this  curious  world,  alive  with  odd 
psychical  suggestions,  and  he  threw  the 
cigar  away  into  the  darkness,  where  its 


light  glowed  reproachfully  like  a  dying 
eye,  till  it  went  out. 

It  was  after  three  when  a  sudden  sound 
from  the  driveway  struck  his  ear;  but 
he  had  been  deceived  so  often  that  he 
would  pay  it  no  attention  Though  it 
seemed  like  the  unmistakable  approach 
of  an  automobile,  it  had  seemed  so  be-  * 
fore,  and  he  would  not  even  look  round 
till  he  had  reached  the  distant  end  of  the 
terrace.  When  he  turned  he  could  see 
through  the  trees,  and  along  the  dark 
line  of  the  avenue,  the  advance  of  the 
heralding  light.  Dorothea  had  come  at 
last.  She  was  even  close  upon  them.  In 
a  few  more  seconds  she  would  be  alight¬ 
ing  at  the  steps. 

He  hurried  inside  to  wake  the  porter 
and  warn  Diane. 

“  She’s  here,”  he  called,  rapping  sharp¬ 
ly  at  her  door.  “  Please  come!  Quick!” 

There  was  a  response  and  a  hurried 
movement  from  within,  but  he  did  not 
wait  for  her  to  appear.  When  she  came 
out  of  her  room  she  could  see  from  the 
light  thrown  over  the .  terrace  that  the 
motor  had  already  stopped  at  the  steps. 
Some  one  was  getting  out,  and  she  could 
hear  men’s  voices.  Advancing  to  a  spot 
midway  between  her  room  and  the  main 
entry,  she  stood  waiting  for  Derek  to 
bring  her  his  daughter.  A  moment  later 
he  sprang  into  the  light  of  the  doorway 
with  features  white  and  alarmed. 

“  Go  back !”  he  cried  to  her,  with  a 
commanding  gesture.  “Go  back!” 

“  But  what’s  the  matter?” 

“Go  back!”  he  ordered,  more  imperi¬ 
ously  than  before. 

“  Oh,  Derek,  it’s  Dorothea !  She’s  hurt. 

I  must  go  to  her.  I  will  not  go  back.” 

She  rushed  towards  the  entry,  but  he 
caught  her  and  pushed  her  inwards. 

“  I  tell  you  you  must  go  back,”  he 
repeated. 

“  It’s  Dorothea,”  she  cried.  “  She’s 
hurt !  She’s  killed !  Let  me  go !  She 
needs  me!” 

“  It  isn’t  Dorothea,”  he  whispered, 
forcing  her  over  the  threshold  of  her  own 
room,  and  trying  to  close  the  door  upon 
her. 

“Then  what  is  it?”  she  begged.  “Tell 
me  now.  You’re  hurting  me.  Let  me 
go!  You’re  killing  me.” 

“  It’s—” 

But  there  was  no  need  to  say  more,  for 
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the  main  door  swung  open  again,  and  the 
Marquis  de  Bienville  entered,  followed 
by  a  porter  carrying  his  valise. 

At  his  appearance  Derek  relinquished 
Diane’s  hands,  and  Diane  herself  was 
so  astonished  that  she  stepped  plainly 
into  view.  Not  less  astonished  than  her¬ 
self,  Bienville  stopped  stock-still,  looked 
at  her,  looked  into  the  room  behind  her, 
looked  at  Derek  with  a  long,  half-amused, 
comprehending  stare,  lifted  his  hat  grave¬ 
ly,  and  passed  on. 

When  he  had  gone  there  was  a  minute 
of  dead  silence.  With  parted  lips  and 
awe-stricken  eyes  Diane  gazed  after  him 
till  he  had  spoken  to  the  clerk  at  the  desk 
and  passed  on  into  the  darker  recesses 
of  the  hotel.  When  she  turned  towards 
Derek  he  was  smiling,  with  what  she 
knew  was  an  effort  to  treat  the  situa¬ 
tion  lightly. 

“  Well,  this  time  we’ve  given  him 
something  to  talk  about,”  he  laughed, 
bravely. 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  spread 
apart  her  hands  with  one  of  her  habitual, 
fatalistic  gestures. 

“  I  don’t  mind.  He  can’t  do  me  more 
harm  than  he’s  done  already.  It’s  not 
of  him  that  I’m  thinking,  but  of  Doro¬ 
thea.  She  hasn’t  come.” 

“  No,  she  hasn’t  come.” 

The  fact  had  grown  alarming,  so  much 
so  as  to  make  the  incident  of  Bienville’s 
appearance  seem  in  comparison  a  matter 
of  little  moment.  Diane  remained  on 
the  threshold  of  her  room,  and  he  in  the 
hall  outside,  while,  for  mutual  encour¬ 
agement,  they  rehearsed  once  more  the 
list  of  predicaments  in  which  the  young 
people  might  have  found  themselves  with¬ 
out  serious  danger. 

Diane  was  about  to  withdraw,  when  a 
man  ran  down  the  hall  calling: 

“  The  telephone  ! — for  the  gentleman !” 

Derek  started  on  a  run,  Diane  follow¬ 
ing  more  slowly.  When  she  reached  the 
office  Derek  had  the  receiver  to  his  ear, 
and  was  talking. 

“Yes,  Fulton.  Go  on.  I  hear.  .  .  . 
Who  has  rung  you  up?  ...  I  didn’t 
catch.  .  .  Miss — who?  Oh,  Miss  Marion 
Grimston.  Yes?  .  .  .  In  Philadelphia, 
at  the  Hotel  Belleville.  ...  Yes;  I  un¬ 
derstand  .  .  .  and  Miss  Dorothea  is  with 
her.  .  .  .  Good !  ...  Did  she  say  how  she 
got  there?  .  .  .  Will  explain  when  we  get 


back  to  New  York  to-morrow  morning. 
.  .  .  All  right.  ...  Yes,  to  lunch.  .  .  . 
She  said  Miss  Dorothea  was  quite  well, 
and  satisfied  with  her  trip !  .  .  .  That’s 
good.  .  .  .  Well,  good-night,  Eulton.  Sor¬ 
ry  to  have  kept  you  up.” 

He  put  up  the  receiver  and  turned  to 
Diane. 

“  Did  you  understand  ?” 

“  Perfectly.  I  think  I  know  what  has 
happened.  I  can  guess.” 

“  Then,  I’ll  be  hanged  if  I  can.  What 

is  it?” 

“  I’ll  let  them  tell  you  that  themselves. 
I’m  too  tired  to  say  anything  more  to¬ 
night.” 

She  kept  close  to  the  office  where  the 
clerk  was  shutting  books  and  locking 
drawers  preparatory  to  closing. 

“  You  must  let  me  come  and  thank 
you — ”  he  began. 

“You  must  thank  Miss  Marion  Grim¬ 
ston,”  she  interrupted,  “  for  any  real  serv¬ 
ice.  All  I’ve  done  for  you,  as  you  see, 
has  been  to  bring  you  on  an  unnecessary 
journey.” 

“For  me  it  has  been  a  journey — into 
truth.” 

“  I’ll  say  good  night  now.  I  shall  not 
see  you  in  the  morning.  You’ll  not  for¬ 
get  to  be  very  gentle  with  Dorothea,  will 
you — and  with  him  ?  Good  night,  again 
— good-night.” 

Smiling  into  his  eyes,  she  ignored  the 
hand  he  held  out  to  her  and  slipped 
away  into  the  semi-darkness  as  the  im¬ 
patient  clerk  began  turning  out  the 
lights. 

CHAPTER  XXII 

DEREK  PRUYN  was  guilty  of  an 
injustice  to  the  Marquis  de  Bien¬ 
ville  in  supposing  he  would  make 
the  incident  at  Lakefield  a  topic  of  con¬ 
versation  among  his  friends.  His  sense 
of  honor  alone  would  have  kept  him  from 
betraying  what  might  be  looked  upon  as 
an  involuntary  confidence,  even  if  it  had 
not  better  suited  his  purposes  to  entrust 
the  matter,  in  the  form  of  an  amusing 
anecdote,  told  under  the  seal  of  secrecy, 
to  Mrs.  Bayford.  In  her  hands  it  was 
like  invested  capital,  adding  to  itself, 
while  he  did  nothing  at  all.  Months  of 
laborious  libel  on  his  part  would  have 
failed  to  achieve  the  result  that  she 
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brought  about  in  a  few  days’  time,  with 
no  more  effort  than  a  rose  makes  in  shed¬ 
ding  perfume. 

Before  Derek  had  been  able  to  recover 
from  the  feeling  of  having  passed 
through  a  strange  waking  dream,  before 
Dorothea  and  he  had  resumed  the  ordi¬ 
nary  tenor  of  their  life  together,  before 
he  had  seen  Diane  again,  he  was  given 
to  understand  that  the  little  scene  on 
Bienville's  arrival  at  the  Bay  Tree  Inn 
was  familiar  matter  in  the  offices,  banks, 
and  clubs  he  most  frequented.  The  in¬ 
telligence  was  conveyed  by  a  score  of  triv¬ 
ial  signs,  suggestive,  satirical,  or  over¬ 
familiar,  which  he  would  not  have  per¬ 
ceived  in  days  gone  by,  but  to  which  he 
had  grown  sensitive.  It  was  clear  that 
the  story  gained  piquancy  from  its  con¬ 
trast  with  the  staidness  of  his  life;  and 
his  most  intimate  friends  permitted  them¬ 
selves  a  little  covert  “  chaff  ”  with  him  on 
the  event.  He  was  not  of  a  nature  to 
resent  this  raillery  on  his  own  account ; 
it  was  serious  to  him  only  because  it 
touched  Diane. 

Eor  her  the  matter  was  so  grave  that 
he  exhausted  his  ingenuity  in  devising 
means  for  her  protection.  He  refrained 
from  even  seeing  her  until  he  could  go 
with  some  ultimatum  before  which  she 
should  be  obliged  to  yield.  An  unsuc¬ 
cessful  appeal  to  her,  he  judged,  would 
be  worse  than  none  at  all ;  and  until  he 
discovered  arguments  which  she  could 
not  controvert  he  decided  to  hold  his 
peace. 

Action  of  some  sort  became  imperative 
when  he  found  that  Miss  Lucilla  Van 
Tromp  had  heard  the  story  and  drawn 
from  it  what  seemed  to  her  the  obvious 
conclusion. 

“  I  should  never  have  believed  it,”  she 
declared,  tearfully,  “  if  you  hadn’t  ad¬ 
mitted  it  yourself.  I  told  Pussy  Bayford 
that  nothing  but  your  own  words  would 
convince  me  that  any  such  scene  had 
taken  place.” 

“  Allowing  that  it  did,  isn’t  it  con¬ 
ceivable  that  it  might  have  had  an  honor¬ 
able  motive?” 

“  Then  what  is  it  ?  If  you  could  tell 
me  that — ” 

“  I  could  tell  you  easily  enough  if  there 
weren’t  other  considerations  involved.  I 
should  think  that  in  the  circumstances 
you  could  trust  me.” 


“  Nobody  else  does  Derek.” 

“Whom  do  you  mean  by  nobody  else? 
Mrs.  Bayford?” 

“  Oh,  she’s  not  the  only  one.  If  your 
men  friends  don’t  believe  in  you — ” 

“  They  believe  in  me,  all  right ;  don’t 
you  worry  about  that.” 

“  They  may  believe  in  you  as  men  be¬ 
lieve  in  each  other;  but  it  isn’t  the  waj 
I  believe  in  people.” 

“  I  know  how  you  believe  in  people 
if  ill-natured  women  would  let  you  alone. 
You  wouldn’t  mistrust  a  thief  if  you  saw 
him  stealing  your  watch  from  your 
pocket.” 

“  That’s  not  true,  Derek.  I  can  be  as 
suspicious  as  any  one  when  I  like.” 

“  But  don’t  you  see  that  your  suspicion 
doesn’t  only  light  on  me  ?  It  strikes 
Diane.” 

“  That’s  just  it.” 

“  Lucilla  !”  he  cried,  reproachfully. 

“  Well,  Derek,  you  know  how  loyal  I’ve 
been  to  her.  It’s  been  harder,  too,  than 
you’ve  ever  been  aware  of;  for  I  haven’t 
told  you — I  wouldn't  tell  you — one-half 
the  things  that  people  have  hinted  to  me 
during  the  past  two  years.” 

“  Yes ;  but  who  ?  A  lot  of  jealous 
women — ” 

“  It’s  no  use  saying  that,  Derek ;  be¬ 
cause  your  own  actions  contradict  you. 
Why  did  Diane  leave  your  house,  if  it 
wasn’t  that  you  believed — ?” 

“  Don’t.”  He  raised  his  hand  to  hi  , 
face  as  if  protecting  himself  from  a  blow. 

“  I  wouldn’t,”  she  cried,  “  if  you  didn’t 
make  me.  I  say  it  only  in  self-defence. 
After  all,  you  can  only  accuse  me  of 
what  you’ve  done  yourself.  Diane  made 
me  think  at  first  that  you  had  mis¬ 
judged  her;  but  I  see  now  that  if  she 
had  been  a  good  woman  you  wouldn’t 
have  sent  her  away.” 

“  I  didn’t  send  her  away.  She  went.” 

“Yes,  Derek;  but  why?” 

“  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  ques¬ 
tion  under  discussion.” 

“  On  the  contrary,  it  has  everything  to 
do  with  it.  It  all  belongs  together.  I’ve 
loved  Diane,  and  defended  her;  but  I’ve 
come  to  the  point  where  I  can’t  do  it 
any  longer.  After  what’s  happened — ” 

“  But  I  tell  you,  what’s  happened  is 
nothing!  If  it  was  only  right  for  me  to 
explain  it  to  you,  as  I  shall  explain  it  to 
you  some  day,  you’d  find  you  owed  her  a 
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debt  that  you  never  could  repay.” 

“  Very  well !  I  won’t  dispute  it.  It 
still  doesn’t  affect  the  main  point  at  issue. 
Can  you  yourself,  Derek,  honestly  and 
truthfully  affirm  that  you  look  upon 
Diane  as  a  good  woman,  in  the  sense  that 
is  usually  attached  to  the  words  ?” 

“  I  can  honestly  and  truthfully  affirm 
that  I  look  upon  her  as  one  of  the  best 
women*  in  the  world.” 

“  That  isn’t  the  point.  Louise  de  la 
Valliere  became  one  of  the  best  women 
in  the  world;  but  there  are  some  other 
things  that  might  be  said  of  her.  But 
I’ll  not  argue;  I’ll  not  insist.  Since  you 
think  I’m  wrong,  I’ll  take  your  own  word 
for  it,  Derek.  Just  tell  me  once,  tell  me 
without  quibble,  and  on  your  honor  as 
my  cousin  and  a  gentleman,  that  you 
believe# Diane  to  be — what  I’ve  supposed 
her  to  be  hitherto,  and  what  you  know 
very  well  I  mean — and  I’ll  not  doubt 
it  further.” 

For  a  moment  he  stood  speechless,  try¬ 
ing  to  formulate  the  lie  he  could  utter 
most  boldly,  until  he  was  struck  with  the 
double  thought,  that  to  defend  Diane’s 
honor  with  a  falsehood  would  be  to  de¬ 
fame  it  further,  while  a  lie  to  this. pure, 
trusting  virginal  spirit  would  be  a  crime. 

u  Tell  me,  Derek,”  she  insisted;  “  tell 
me,  and  I’ll  believe  you.” 

He  retreated  a  pace  or  two,  as  if  trying 
to  get  out  of  her  presence. 

“  I’m  listening,  Derek ;  go  on ;  I’m  will¬ 
ing  to  take  your  word.” 

“  Then  I  repeat,”  he  said,  weakly, 
“  that  I  believe  her,  I  hnow  her,  to  be  one 
of  the  best  women  in  the  world.” 

“  Like  Louise  de  la  Valliere.” 

“  Yes,”  he  shouted,  maddened  to  the 
retort,  ‘Hike  Louise  de  la  Valliere.  And 
what  then  ?” 

He  stood  as  if  demanding  a  reply. 

“  Nothing!  I  have  no  more  to  say.” 

“  Then  I  have;  and  I’ll  ask  you  to  lis¬ 
ten.”  He  drew  near  to  her  again  and 
spoke  slowly.  “  There  were  doubtless 
many  good  women  in  Jerusalem  in  the 
time  of  Herod  and  Pilate  and  Christ ;  but 
not  the  least  held  in  honor  among  us  to¬ 
day  is  —  the  Magdalen.  That’s  one 
thing;  and  here’s  something  more.  There 
is  joy,  so  we  are  told,  in  the  presence  of 
the  angels  of  God — plenty  of  it,  let  us 
hope ! — but  it  isn’t  over  the  ninety  and 
nine  just  persons,  who  need  no  repentance, 


so  much  as  over  the  one,  poor,  deserted, 
lonely  sinner  that  repenteth — that  repent- 
eth,  Lucilla,  do  you  hear? — and  you  know 
whom  I  mean.” 

With  this  as  his  confession^of  faith  he 
left  her,  to  go  in  search  of  Diane.  He 
had  formed  the  ultimatum  before  which, 
as  he  believed,  she  should  find  herself 
obliged  to  surrender. 

It  was  a  day  on  which  Diane’s  mood 
was  one  of  comparative  peace.  She  was 
engrossed  in  an  occupation  which  at  once 
soothed  her  spirits  and  appealed  to  her 
taste.  Madame  Cauchat,  the  landlady,  be¬ 
wailing  the  continued  illness  of  her 
lingere,  Diane  had  begged  to  be  allowed 
to  take  charge  of  the  linen-room  of  the 
hotel,  not  merely  as  a  means  of  earning 
a  living,  but  because  she  delighted 
in  such  work.  Methodical  in  her  habits 
and  nimble  with  her  needle,  the  neatness, 
smoothness,  and  purity  of  piles  of  white 
damask,  stirred  all  those  housewifely, 
home  -  keeping  instincts  which  are  so 
large  a  part  of  every  Frenchwoman’s 
nature.  Her  fingers  busy  with  the  quiet, 
delicate  task  of  mending,  her  mind  could 
dwell  with  the  greater  content  on  such 
subjects  as  she  had  for  satisfaction. 

They  were  more  numerous  than  they 
had  been  for  a  long  time  past.  The  meet¬ 
ing  at  Lakefield  had  changed  her  mental 
attitude  towards  Derek  Pruyn,  taking  a 
large  part  of  the  pain  out  of  her  thoughts 
of  him,  as  well  as  out  of  his  thoughts  of 
her.  She  had  avoided  seeing  him  after 
that  one  night,  and  she  had  heard  nothing 
from  him  since;  but  she  knew  it  was  im¬ 
possible  for  him  to  go  on  thinking  of  her 
altogether  harshly.  She  had  been  useful 
to  him;  she  had  saved  Dorothea  from  a 
great  mistake ;  she  had  done  it  in  such  a 
way  that  no  hint  of  the  escapade  was 
likely  to  become  known  outside  of  the 
few  who  had  taken  part  in  it;  she  had 
put  herself  in  a  relation  towards  him 
which,  as  a  final  one,  was  much  to  be 
preferred  to  that  which  had  existed  be¬ 
fore.  She  could  therefore  pass  out  of  his 
life  more  satisfied  than  she  had  dared 
hope  to  be  with  the  effect  she  had  had 
upon  it.  As  she  stitched  she  sighed  to 
herself  with  a  certain  comfort,  when, 
glancing  up,  she  saw  him  standing  at 
the  door. 

The  nature  of  her  thoughts,  coupled 
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with  his  sudden  appearance,  drew  to  her 
lips  a  quiet  smile. 

“  They  shouldn’t  have  shown  you  in 
here,”  she  protested,  gently,  letting  her 
work  fall  to  her  lap,  but  not  rising  from 
her  place. 

“  I  insisted,”  he  explained,  briefly,  from 
the  threshold. 

“  You  can  come  in,”  she  smiled,  as 
he  continued  to  stand  in  the  doorway. 
“  Y ou  can  even  sit  down.”  She  pointed 
to  a  chair,  not  far  from  her  own,  going  on 
again  with  her  stitching,  so  as  to  avoid 
the  necessity  for  further  greeting.  “  I 
suppose  you  wonder  what  I’m  doing,”  she 
pursued,  when  he  had  seated  himself. 

“  I'm  not  wondering  that  so  much  as 
whether  you  ought  to  be  doing  it.” 

“  I  can  relieve  your  mind  on  that  score. 
It’s  a  case,  too,  in  which  duty  and  pleas¬ 
ure  jump  together;  for  the  delight  of 
handling  beautiful  linen  is  like  nothing 
else  in  the  world.” 

“  It  seems  to  me  like  servants’  work,” 
he  said,  bluntly. 

“  Possibly ;  but  I  can  do  servants’  work 
at  a  pinch — especially  when  I  like  it.” 

“  I  don’t,”  he  declared. 

“  But  then  you  don’t  have  to  do  it.” 

“  I  mean  that  I  don’t  like  it  for  you.” 

“  Even  so,  you  wouldn’t  forbid  my  do¬ 
ing  it,  would  you  ?” 

“  I  wish  I  had  the  right  to.  I’ve  come 
here  this  afternoon  to  ask  you  again  if 
you  won’t  give  it  to  me.” 

For  a  few  minutes  she  stitched  in  si¬ 
lence.  When  she  spoke  it  was  without 
stopping  her  work  or  lifting  her  head. 

“  I’m  sorry  that  you  should  raise  that 
question  again.  I  thought  it  was  settled.” 

“  Supposing  it  was,  it  can  be  reopened 
— if  there’s  a  reason.” 

“  But  there  is  none.” 

“  That’s  all  you  know  about  it. 
There’s  a  very  important  reason.” 

“  Since — when?” 

“  Since  Lakefield.” 

“  Do  you  mean  anything  that  Monsieur 
de  Bienville  may  have  said  ?” 

“  I  do.” 

“  That  wouldn’t  be  a  reason — for  me.” 

“  But  you  don’t  know — ” 

“  I  can  imagine.  Monsieur  de  Bien¬ 
ville  has  already  done  me  all  the  harm 
he  can.  It’s  beyond  his  power  to  hurt 
me  any  more.” 

“  But,  Diane,  you  don’t  know  what 


you’re  saying.  You  don’t  know  what  he’s 
doing.  He’s — he’s — I  hardly  know  how 
to  put  it —  He’s  destroying  your  reputa¬ 
tion.” 

She  glanced  up  with  a  smile,  ceasing 
for  an  instant  to  sew. 

“  You  mean,  he’s  destroying  what’s  left 
of  it.  Well,  he’s  welcome !  There  was 
so  little  of  it — ” 

“  For  God’s  sake,  Diane,  don’t  say  that. 
It  breaks  my  heart.  You  must  consider 
the  position  that  you  put  me  in.  After 
you’ve  rendered  me  one  of  the  greatest 
services  one  person  can  do  another,  do 
you  think  I  can  sit  quietly  by  while  you 
are  being  robbed  of  the  dearest  thing  in 
life,  just  because  you  did  it?” 

“  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  the  opin¬ 
ion  other  people  hold  of  me  to  be  the 
dearest  thing  in  life;  but  even  if  it  were, 
I’d  willingly  give  it  up  for — Dorothea.” 

“  It  isn’t  for  Dorothea ;  it’s  for  me.” 

“  Well,  wouldn’t  you  let  me  do  it — for 
you?  I’m  not  of  much  use  in  the  world, 
but  it  would  make  me  a  little  happier 
to  think  I  could  do  any  one  a  good  turn 
without  being  promised  a  reward.” 

“A  reward!  Oh,  Diane!” 

“  It’s  what  you’re  offering  me,  isn’t  it  ? 
If  it  hadn’t  been  for — for — the  great 
service  you  speak  about,  you  wouldn’t 
be  here,  asking  me  again  to  be  your 
wife.” 

“  That’s  your  way  of  putting  it,  but 
I’ll  put  it  in  mine.  If  it  hadn’t  been  for 
the  magnitude  of  the  sacrifice  you’re 
willing  to  make  for  me,  I  shouldn’t  have 
dared  to  hope  that  you  loved  me.  When 
all  pretexts  and  secondary  causes  have 
been  considered  and  thrust  aside,  that’s 
why  I’m  here,  and  for  no  other  reason 
whatever.  If  you  love  me,”  he  continued, 
11  why  should  you  hesitate  any  longer  ? 
If  you  love  me,  why  seek  for  reasons  to 
justify  the  simple  prompting  of  your 
heart?  What  have  you  and  I  got  to  do 
with  other  people’s  opinions  ?  When 
there’s  a  plain,  straightforward  course 
before  us,  why  not  go  right  on  and 
follow  it?” 

She  raised  her  eyes  for  one  brief  glance. 

“  You  forget.” 

The  words  were  spoken  quietly,  but  they 
startled  him. 

“Yes,  Diane;  I  do  forget.  Rather, 
there’s  nothing  left  for  me  to  remember. 
1  know  what  you’d  have  me  recall.  I’ll 
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speak  of  it  this  once  more,  to  be  silent 
on  the  subject  forever.  I  want  you  to 
forgive  me.  I  want  to  tell  you  that  I, 
too,  have  repented.” 

“  Repented  of  what  ?” 

“  Of  the  wrong  I’ve  done  you.  I  be¬ 
lieve  your  soul  to  be  as  white  as  all  this 
whiteness  around  you.” 

“  Then,”  she  continued,  questioning 
gently,  “  you’ve  changed  your  point  of 
view  during  the  last  six  months  ?” 

“I  have.  You  charged  me  then  with 
being  willing  to  come  down  to  your  level ; 
now  I’m  asking  you  to  let  me  climb  up 
to  it.  I  see  that  I  was  a  self-righteous 
Pharisee,  and  that  the  true  man  is  he 
who  can  smite  his  breast  and  say,  God  be 
merciful  to  me  a  sinner!” 

“  A  sinner — like  me.” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  be  led  into  further 
explanations,”  he  said,  suddenly  on  his 
guard  against  her  insinuations.  “  You  and 
I  have  said  too  much  to  one  another  not 
to  be  able  to  be  frank.  Now,  I’ve  been 
frank  enough.  You’ve  understood  what 
I’ve  felt  at  other  times;  you  understand 
what  I  feel  to-day.  Why  draw  me  out, 
to  make  me  speak  more  plainly?” 

“  I  am  not  drawing  you  out,”  she  de¬ 
clared.  “  If  I’ve  asked  you  a  question  or 
two,  it  was  to  show  you  that  not  even  the 
woman  that  you  take  me  for — not  even 
the  forgiven  penitent — could  be  a  good 
wife  for  you.  I  can’t  marry  you,  Mr. 
Pruyn.  I  must  beg  you  to  let  that  an¬ 
swer  be  decisive.” 

There  was  decision  in  the  way  in  which 
she  folded  her  work  and  smoothed  the 
white  brocaded  surface  in  her  lap.  There 
was  decision,  too,  in  the  quickness  with 
which  he  rose  and  stood  looking  down 
at  her.  Eor  a  second  she  expected  him 
to  turn  from  her,  as  he  had  turned  once 
before,  and  leave  her  with  no  explanation 
beyond  a  few  laconic  words.  She  held 
her  breath  while  she  awaited  them. 

“  Then  that  means,”  he  said  at  last, 
“  that  you  put  me  in  the  position  of  tak¬ 
ing  all,  while  you  give  all.” 

“  I  don’t  put  you  in  any  position  what¬ 
ever.  The  circumstances  are  not  of  my 
making.  They  are  as  much  beyond  my 
control  as  they  are  beyond  yours.” 

“  They’re  not  wholly  beyond  mine.  If 
there  are  some  things  I  can’t  do,  there 
are  some  I  can  prevent.” 

“  What  things  ?” 


His  tone  alarmed  her,  and  she  strug¬ 
gled  to  her  feet. 

“  You’re  willing  to  make  me  a  great 
sacrifice ;  but  at  least  I  can  refuse  to 
accept  it.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?”  She  moved 
slightly  back  from  him,  behind  the  pro¬ 
tection  of  one  of  the  tables  piled  breast- 
high  with  its  white  load. 

“  You’re  willing  to  lose  for  me  the  last 
vestige  of  your  good  name — ” 

“  I  don’t  care  anything  about  that,”  she 
said,  hurriedly. 

“  But  I  do.  I  won’t  let  you.” 

“  How  can  you  stop  me  ?”  she  asked, 
staring  at  him  with  large,  frightened 
eyes. 

“  I  shall  tell  •  Dorothea’s  part  in  the 
story.” 

“You’d — ?”  she  began,  with  a  ques¬ 
tioning  cry. 

“  All  who  care  to  hear  it,  shall.  Thev 
shall  know  it  from  its  beginning  to  its 
end.  They  shall  lose  no  detail  of  her 
folly,  or  of  your  wisdom.” 

“  You  would  sacrifice  your  child  like 
that  ?” 

“  Yes ;  like  that.  Neither  she  nor  I 
can  remain  so  indebted  to  any  one,  as 
you  would  have  us  be  to  you.” 

“  You  —  wouldn’t  —  be  —  indebted — 
to — me  ?” 

“  Not  to  so  terrible  an  extent.  If  it’s 
a  choice  between  your  good  name  and 
hers — hers  must  go.  She’d  agree  with 
me  herself.  She  wouldn’t  hesitate  for 
one  single  fraction  of  an  instant — if  she 
knew.  She’d  be  grateful  to  you,  as  I 
am ;  but  she  couldn’t  profit  by  your 
magnanimity.” 

“  So  that  the  alternative  you  offer  me 
is  this:  I  can  protect  myself  by  sacri¬ 
ficing  Dorothea,  or  I  can  marry  you,  and 
Dorothea  will  be  saved.” 

“  I  shouldn’t  express  it  in  just  those 
words,  but  it’s  something  like  it.” 

“  Then  I’ll  marry  you.  You  give  me  a 
choice  of  evils,  and  I  take  the  least.” 

“  Oh !  Then  to  marry  me  would  be — 
an  evil?” 

“What  else  do  you  make  it?  You’ll 
admit  that  it’s  a  little  difficult  to  keep 
pace  with  you.  You  come  to  me  one  day 
accusing  me  of  sin,  and  another  an¬ 
nouncing  my  contrition,  while,  on  the 
third,  you  may  be  in  some  entirely  dif¬ 
ferent  mood  about  me.” 
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“  You  can  easily  render  me  ridiculous. 
That's  due  to  my  awkwardness  of  ex¬ 
pression,  and  not  to  anything  wrong  in 
the  way  I  feel.” 

“  Oh,  but  isn’t  it  out  of  the  heart  that 
the  mouth  speaketh?  I  think  so.  You’ve 
advanced  some  excellent  reasons  why  I 
should  become  your  w7ife,  and  I  can  see 
that  you’re  quite  capable  of  believing 
them.  At  one  time  it  was  because  I 
needed  a  home,  at  another  because  I 
needed  protection,  while  to-day,  I  under¬ 
stand,  it  is  because  I  love  you.” 

“  Is  this  fair?” 

“  I  dare  say  you  think  it  isn’t ;  but 
then  you  haven’t  been  tried  and  judged, 
half  a  dozen  times,  unheard,  as  I’ve  been. 
Ill  confess  that  you’ve  shown  the  most 
wonderful  ingenuity  in  trying  to  get  me 
into  a  position  where  I  should  be  obliged 
to  marry  you,  whether  I  would  or  no; 
and  now  you’ve  succeeded.  Whether  the 
game  is  worth  the  candle  or  not  is  for 
you  to  judge;  my  part  is  limited  to  say¬ 
ing  that  you’ve  won.  I’m  ready  to  marry 
you  as  soon  as  you  tell  me  when.” 

“To  save  Dorothea  ?” 

“  To  save  Dorothea.” 

“  And  for  no  other  reason  ?” 

“  For  no  other  reason.” 

“  Then,  of  course,  I  can’t  keep  you  to 
your  word.” 

“  You  can’t  release  me  from  it,  except 
vn  one  condition.” 

“Which  is—?” 

“  That  Dorothea’s  secret  shall  be  kept.” 

“  I  must  use  my  own  judgment  about 
that.” 

“  On  the  contrary;  you  must  use  mine. 
You’ve  made  me  a  proposal  which  I’m 
ready  to  accept.  As  a  man  of  honor  you 
must  hold  to  it — or  be  silent.” 

“  Possibly,”  he  admitted,  on  reflection. 
“  I  shall  have  to  think  it  over.  Rut  in 
that  case  we’d  be  just  where  we  were — ’.’ 

“Yes;  just  where  we  were.” 

“  And  you’d  be  without  help  or  protec¬ 
tion.  That’s  the  thought  I  can’t  endure, 
Diane.  Try  to  be  just  to  me.  If  I  make 
mistakes,  if  I  flounder  about,  if  I  say 
things  that  offend  you,  it’s  because  I 
can’t  rest  while  you’re  exposed  to  danger. 
Alone,  as  you  are,  in  this  great  city, 
surrounded  by  people  who  are  not  your 
friends,  a  prey  to  criticism  and  misap¬ 
prehension  when  it  is  no  worse,  it’s  as 
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if  I  saw  you  flung  into  the  arena  among 
the  beasts.  Can  you  wonder  that  I  want 
to  stand  by  you  ?  Can  you  be  surprised 
if  I  demand  the  privilege  of  clasping  you 
in  my  arms  and  saying  to  the  world, 
This  is  my  wife?  When  Christian  wom¬ 
en  were  thrown  to  the  lions  there  was 
once  a  heathen  husband  who  leaped  into 
the  ring,  to  die  at  his  wife’s  side,  be¬ 
cause  he  could  do  no  more.  That’s  my 
impulse — only  I  could  save  you  from  the 
lions.  I  couldn’t  protect  you  against 
everything,  perhaps,  but  I  could  against 
the  worst.  I  know  I’m  stupid;  I  know 
I’m  dull.  When  I  come  near  you,  I’m 
like  the  clown  who  touches  some  exqui¬ 
site  tissue,  spun  of  azure;  but  I’m  like 
the  clown  who  would  fight  for  his  treas¬ 
ure,  and  defend  it  from  sacrilegious 
hands,  and  spend  his  last  drop  of  blood 
to  keep  it  pure.  It’s  to  be  put  in  a  posi¬ 
tion  where  I  can’t  do  that  that  I  find 
hard.  It’s  to  see  you  so  defenceless — ” 

“  Rut  I’m  not  defenceless.” 

“  Why  not?  Whom  have  you?  Nobody 
— nobody  in  this  world  but  me.” 

“  Oh  yes,  I  have.” 

“Who?” 

She  smiled  faintly  at  the  fierceness  of 
his  brief  question. 

“  It’s  no  one  to  whom  you  need  feel 
any  opposition,  even  though  it’s  some  one 
who  can  do  for  me  what  you  cannot.” 

“  What  I  cannot  ?” 

“  What  you  cannot ;  what  no  man  can. 
Asperges  me  hyssopo,  et  mundabor. 
Thou  shalt  purge  me  with  hyssop,  and  I 
shall  be  clean.  '  Derek,  He  has  purged 
me  with  hyssop,  even  though  it  has  not 
been  in  the  way  you  think.  With  the 
hyssop  of  what  I’ve  had  to  suffer  He 
has  purged  me  from  so  many  things  that 
now  I  see  I  can  safely  commit  my  cause 
to  Ilim.” 

“  So  that  you  don’t  need  me  ?’’ 

She  looked  at  him  in  silence  before 
she  replied : 

“  Not  for  defence.” 

“  Nor  for  anything  else?” 

She  tried  to  speak,  but  her  voice 
failed  her. 

“Nor  for  anything  else?”  he  asked 
again. 

Her  voice  was  faint,  her  head  sank,  her 
body  trembled,  but  she  forced  the  one 
word,  “  No.” 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 

ADEMOISELLE  has  sent  for  me  ?” 
Bienville  kissed  the  hand  that 
Miss  Grimston,  without  rising  from  her 
comfortable  chair  before  the  fire,  lifted 
towards  him.  The  hand  -  screen  with 
which  she  shielded  her  face  protected 
her  not  only  from  the  blaze,  but  from 
his  scrutiny.  In  the  same  way,  the  win¬ 
ter  gloaming,  with  its  uncertain  light, 
nerved  her  against  her  fear  of  self¬ 
betrayal,  giving  her  that  assurance  of  be¬ 
ing  mistress  of  herself  which  she  lacked 
when  he  was  near. 

“  I  did  send  for  you.  I  wanted  to  see 
you.  Won’t  you  sit  down?” 

“  I’ve  been  expecting  the  summons,”  he 
said,  significantly,  taking  the  seat  on  the 
other  side  of  the  hearth. 

“  Indeed ?  Why?” 

“  I  thought  the  day  would  come  when 
you’d  be  more  just  to  me.” 

“You  thought  I’d — hear  things?” 

“  Perhaps.” 

“  I  have.  That’s  why  I  asked  you  to 
come.” 

During  the  brief  silence  before  she 
spoke  again  he  was  able  to  congratulate 
himself  on  his  diplomacy.  He  had  check¬ 
ed  his  first  impulse  to  come  to  her  with 
his  great  news  immediately  on  his  re¬ 
turn  from  Lakefield.  Pie  had  seen  how 
relatively  ineffective  the  information 
would  be,  were  it  to  proceed  bluntly  from 
himself.  He  had  even  restrained  Mrs. 
Rayford’s  enthusiasm,  in  order  to  let 
the  intelligence  filter  gently  through  the 
neutral  agencies  of  common  gossip.  In 
this  way  it  would  seem  to  Miss  Grimston 
a  discovery  of  her  own,  and  appeal  to  her 
as  an  indirect  corroboration  of  his  word. 
He  had  the  less  scruple  in  taking  these 
precautions,  in  that  he  believed  Diane 
to  have  justified  anything  he  might  have 
said  of  her.  It  was  no  small  relief  to 
a  man  of  honor  to  know  he  had  not  been 
guilty  of  a  gratuitous  slander  even  though 
it  was  only  on  a  woman.  He  awaited 
Miss  Grimston’s  next  words  with  com¬ 
placent  expectancy,  but  when  they  came 
they  surprised  him. 

“  I  wondered  a  little  why  you  should 
have  been  at  Lakefield.” 

“  I’m  afraid  you’ll  think  it  was  for  a 
very  foolish  reason,”  he  laughed,  “  but  I’ll 
tell  you,  if  you  want  to  know.  I  went 


because  I  thought  you  were  there.” 

“  I  ?  At  three  o’clock  in  the  morning  ?” 

“  It  was  like  this,”  he  went  on. 
“  You’ll  pardon  me  if  I  say  anything  to 
give  you  offence,  but  you’ll  understand 
the  reason  why.  On  the  day  when  we  all 
lunched  together  at  the  Restaurant  Blitz, 
you,  madame  your  aunt,  your  friend 
Monsieur  Reggie  Bradford,  and  I — I  was 
a  little  jealous  of  some  understanding 
between  you  and  him,  in  which  I  was  not 
included.  You  spoke  together  in  whis¬ 
pers,  and  exchanged  glances  in  such  a 
way  that  all  my  fears  were  aroused. 
Afterwards  you  went  away  with  him. 
That  evening,  at  the  Stuyvesant  Club, 
I  heard  a  strange  rumor.  It  was  whis¬ 
pered  from  one  to  another  until  it  reached 
me.  Your  friend  Monsieur  Bradford  is 
not  a  silent  person,  and  what  he  knows 
is  sure  to  become  common  property.  The 
rumor — which  I  grant  you  was  an  absurd 
one — was  to  the  effect  that  he  had  per¬ 
suaded  you  to  run  away  and  marry  him; 
and  that  you  had  actually  been  seen  on 
the  way  to  Lakefield  in  his  car.” 

“  I  was  in  his  car.  That’s  quite  true.” 

“  Ah  ?  Then  there  was  some  foundation 
for  the  report.  Madame  your  aunt  will 
have  told  you  how  I  hurried  here,  about 
eleven  o’clock  that  night.  You  had  dis¬ 
appeared,  leaving  nothing  behind  but  an 
enigmatic  note  saying  you  would  explain 
your  absence  in  the  morning.  What  was 
I  to  think,  mademoiselle?  I  was  afraid 
to  think.  I  didn’t  stop  to  think.  I  de¬ 
termined  to  follow  you.  It  was  too  late 
for  any  train,  so  I  took  an  auto.  I 
reached  the  Bay  Tree  Inn — and  saw  what 
I  saw.  Voild!” 

A  smile  of  amusement  flickered  over 
her  grave  features,  but  she  made  no 
remark. 

“  If  I  was  guilty  of  an  indiscretion  in 
following  you,  mademoiselle,”  he  pursued, 
“  it  was  because  of  my  great  love  for  you. 
If  you  had  chosen  to  marry  some  one  else, 
I  couldn’t  have  kept  you  from  it;  but  at 
least  I  was  determined  to  try.  Though  I 
thought  it  incredible  that  you  should  take 
a  step  like  that,  in  secrecy  and  flight,  yet 
I  find  so  many  strange  ways  of  marrying 
in  America  that  I  must  be  pardoned  for 
my  fear.  As  it  is,  I  cannot  regret  it, 
since,  by  a  miracle,  it  gave  me  proof  of 
that  which  you  have  found  it  so  difficult 
to  believe.  It  has  grieved  me  more  than 
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I  could  ever  make  you  understand  to 
know  that  during  all  these  months  you 
have  doubted  me.” 

“  I’m  sure  of  that,”  she  said,  softly, 
gazing  into  the  fire.  “  But  haven’t  you 
wondered  where  I  was  that  night  when 
you  followed  me  to  Lakefield?” 

“  If  I  have,  I  shouldn’t  presume  to 
inquire.” 

“  It’s  a  secret ;  but  I  should  like  to  tell 
it  to  you.  I  know  you’ll  guard  it  sacredly, 
because  it  concerns — a  woman’s  honor.” 

Though  she  did  not  look  up  she  felt 
the  startled  toss  of  the  head,  characteristic 
of  his  moments  of  alarm. 

“  If  mademoiselle  is  pleased  to  he 
satirical — ” 

“  No,  Marquis.  There’s  no  reason  why 
I  should  be  satirical.  If,  in  spite  of  ev¬ 
erything,  my  confidence  in  you  wasn’t 
absolute,  I  shouldn’t  risk  a  name  I  hold 
so  dear  as  that  of  Dorothea  Pruyn.” 

“  Tiens!”  he  exclaimed,  under  his 
breath. 

“  Miss  Pruyn  is  a  charming  girl,  but 
she’s  been  very  foolish.  What  she  did 
was  not  quite  so  bad  in  American  eyes 
as  it  would  be  in  French  ones,  but  it  was 
certainly  very  wilful.  If  you  heard 
rumors  of  an  elopement,  it  was  hers.” 

“  Mon  Dieu!  With  the  big  Monsieur 
Reggie  ?” 

“  Not  quite.  I  needn’t  tell  you  the 
young  man’s  name ;  it  will  he  enough  to 
say  that  the  big  Monsieur  Reggie,  as  you 
call  him,  was  in  his  confidence.  It  was 
Reggie  who  undertook  to  convey  Dorothea 
to  Lakefield,  where  she  was  to  meet  the 
bridegroom-elect  and  marry  him.” 

“  And  then  ?” 

“  Then  Reggie  told  me.  It  was  silly 
of  any  one  to  entrust  him  with  a  mission 
of  the  kind,  for  he  couldn’t  possibly  keep 
it  to  himself.  He  told  me  while  we  were 
lunching  at  the  Blitz.  That’s  what  he 
was  whispering.  That’s  why  I  went  away 
with  him  after  lunch  and  left  you  with 
my  aunt.  I  saw  you  were  annoyed,  but 
T  couldn’t  help  it.” 

“  You  wanted  to  dissuade  him?” 

“  I  tried ;  but  I  saw  it  was  too  late 
for  that.  Reggie  wouldn’t  desert  his 
friend  at  the  last  minute.  The  only  con¬ 
cession  I  could  wring  from  him  was  that 
he  should  let  me  take  his  place  in  the 
motor.” 

“  You  ?” 


“  I  drive  at  least  as  well  as  Mr.  Brad¬ 
ford.  I  made  him  see  that  in  case  of  ac¬ 
cident  it  would  make  all  the  difference  in 
the  world  to  Miss  Pruyn’s  future  life  to 
be  with  a  woman,  rather  than  a  man.” 

“Did  you  make  her  see  it,  too?” 

“  I  didn’t  try.  The  arrangements  these 
wise  young  people  had  made  rendered  the 
substitution  easy.  Dorothea  had  ap¬ 
parently  considered  it  part  of  the  romance 
not  to  know  with  whom  she  was  going, 
or  where  she  was  being  taken.  At  the 
time  and  place  appointed  she  found  an 
automobile,  driven  by  a  person  in  a  big 
fur  coat,  a  cap,  and  goggles.  It  was 
agreed  that  she  should  enter,  and  ask  no 
questions.” 

“  And  did  she  ?” 

“  She  fulfilled  her  engagement  to  the 
letter.  As  soon  as  she  was  seated  I  drove 
away;  and  for  six  hours  I  didn’t  hear  a 
sound  from  her.” 

“  Six  hours  ?  Did  if  take  you  all  that 
time  to  reach  Lakefield?” 

“  I  didn’t  go  to  Lakefield.  I  took  her 
to  Philadelphia.  My  one  object  was  to 
keep  her  from  meeting  the  young  man 
that  night;  but  perhaps  that’s  where  I 
made  my  mistake.” 

“  But  why  ?  It  was  better  for  her  that 
she  shouldn’t.” 

“For  her,  perhaps;  but  not  for  every 
one  else.  You  see,  I  lost  my  way  two  or 
three  times;  though,  as  I  had  been  over 
the  ground  twice  already,  I  was  always 
able  to  right  myself  after  a  while.  Near 
Trenton,  Dorothea  got  frightened,  and 
when  I  peeped  inside  I  could  see  she  was 
crying.  As  all  danger  was  over  then, 
I  stopped  and  let  her  see  who  I  was.” 

“Was  she  angry?” 

“  Quite  the  contrary !  The  poor  child 
was  terrified  at  her  own  rashness,  and 
very  much  relieved  to  find  she  had  been 
kept  from  being  as  foolish  as  she  had 
intended.  I  got  in  beside  her,  and  let 
her  have  her  cry  out  in  comfort.  After 
that  we  ate  some  sandwiches  and  took 
heart.  It  was  weird  work,  in  the  dead 
of  night  and  along  the  lonely  roads;  but 
we  pushed  on,  and  crept  into  Philadel¬ 
phia  between  one  and  two  in  the  morn¬ 
ing.” 

“  That  was  a  very  brave  act,  mad¬ 
emoiselle.”  Bienville’s  eyes  glistened  and 
his  face  lighted  up  with  an  ardor  that 
was  not  dampened  by  the  casual,  almost 
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listless,  air  with  which  she  told  her  story. 

“  It  might  have  been  better  if  I  had  let 
the  whole  thing  alone.” 

“Why  so?” 

“  You  can  rarely  interfere  in  other 
people’s  affairs  without  doing  more  harm 
than  good.  If  I  had  let  them  go  their 
own  way,  Diane  Eveleth  wouldn’t  have- 
been  put  in  a  false  position.” 

“  Ah  ?” 

“  That’s  the  other  part  of  the  story. 
If  I  had  known,  I  should  have  left  the 
matter  in  her  hands.  She  would  have 
managed  it  better  than  I.  As  it  was,  she 
made  my  bit  of  help  superfluous.” 

“  I  should  find  it  hard  to  credit  that,” 
he  said,  twisting  his  fingers  nervously. 

“  You  won’t  when  I  tell  you.” 

In  the  quiet,  unaccentuated  manner 
in  which  she  had  given  her  own  share 
in  the  action  she  gave  Diane’s.  Shad¬ 
ing  her  eyes  with  the  hand-screen,  she 
was  able  to  watch  his  play  of  feature, 
and  note  how  the  first  forced  smile  of 
bravado  faded  into  an  expression  of  crest¬ 
fallen  gravity. 

“  You  see,”  she  concluded,  “  they  were 
frantic  at  Dorothea’s  failure  to  appear. 
When  you  arrived  they  naturally  thought 
it  was  she;  and  if  Derek  Pruyn  hadn’t 
lost  his  head  when  he  saw  you,  he  would¬ 
n’t  have  tried  to  thrust  her  out  of  sight  as 
though  she  were  caught  in  a  crime.  It 
was  so  like  a  man  to  do  it;  a  woman 
would  have  had  a  dozen  ways  of  disarm¬ 
ing  your  suspicion,  while  he  did  the  very 
thing  to  arouse  it.  I  don’t  blame  you 
for  thinking  what  you  did — not  in  the 
least.  I  don’t  even  blame  you  for  telling 
it,  since  it  would  seem  to  bear  out — 
what  you  said  before.  I  should  only 
blame  you — ” 

“  Yes,  mademoiselle  ?  You  would  only 
blame  me — ?” 

“  I  should  only  blame  you  if — now  that 
you  know  the  truth — you  didn’t  correct 
the  impression  you  have  given.” 

“  Are  you  going  to  begin  on  that 
again?”  he  asked,  in  a  tone  of  disappoint¬ 
ment. 

“  I’m  not  beginning  again,  because  I’ve 
never  ceased.  If  I  say  anything  new  on 
the  subject,  it  is  this — that  it’s  time  the 
final  word  was  spoken.” 

“  I  agree  with  you  there ;  it  is  time  for 
that  word;  but  you  must  speak  it.” 

There  was  a  ring  of  energy  in  his  voice 


which  caused  her  to  turn  from  her  con¬ 
templation  of  the  fire  and  look  at  him. 
When  she  did  he  had  taken  on  a  new  air 
of  resolution. 

“  I  think  it’s  time  we  came  to  a  de¬ 
finite  understanding,”  he  went  on,  “  and 
that  you  should  see  how  the  matter  looks 
from  my  point  of  view.” 

He  took  another  minute  in  which  to 
brace  himself,  and  when  he  continued,  it 
was  with  the  set  expression  and  burning 
gaze  of  one  who  is  face  to  face  with  the 
primal  realities  of  existence,  as  he  sees  it. 

“  You  speak  of  doing  right,  madem¬ 
oiselle,  as  if  it  were  an  easy  thing. 
You  don’t  realize  that,  for  me,  it  would 
have  to  be  the  last  act,  but  one,  in  life.” 

In  spite  of  the  shock,  she  jgnored  his 
implied  confession,  going  on  to  speak 
in  the  tone  of  ordinary  conversation. 

“  The  last  act,  but  one  ?  I  don’t  under¬ 
stand  you.” 

“  Really  ?  I’m  surprised  at  that. 
You’re  so  good  a  sportsman  that  I  should 
think  you’d  see  that  if  1  do  what  you  ask, 
there  will  be  only  one  more  thing  left 
for  me.” 

For  a  few  minutes  she  looked  at  him 
silently,  with  fixed  gaze,  taking  in  the 
full  measure  of  his  meaning. 

“  That’s  folly,”  she  said  at  last. 

“Is  it?  Net  for  me.  It  might  be  for 
some  people,  but — not  for  me.  You  must 
remember  who  I  am.  I’m  a  Frenchman. 
I’m  an  aristocrat.  I’m  a  Bienville.  I’m 
a  member  of  a  class,  of  a  clan,  that  lives 
and  breathes  on — honor.  I  can  do  with¬ 
out  almost  everything  in  the  world  but 
that.  I  can  do  without  money,  I  can  do 
without  morals,  I  can  do  without  most 
kinds  of  common  honesty,  I  can  do  with¬ 
out  nearly  all  the  Christian  virtues,  and 
still  keep  my  place  among  my  friends; 
but  I  can’t  do  without  that  particular 
shade  of  conduct  which  they  and  I  un¬ 
derstand  by  the  word  honor.” 

“  But  aren’t  you  doing  without  it  as 
it  is  ?” 

“No;  because  there  again  our  code  is 
special  to  ourselves.  With  us  the  crime 
is  not  in  suspicion  or  supposition ;  it  isn’t 
even  in  detection.  It’s  in  admission.  It’s 
in  confession.  All  sorts  of  things  may 
be  thought  of  you,  and  said  of  you,  and 
even  known  of  you,  and  you  can  bluff 
them  out;  but  when  you  have  acknowl¬ 
edged  them — you’re  damned.” 
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“  Even  so,  isn’t  it  better  to  acknowledge 
them — and  be  damned?” 

“  That’s  the  question.  That’s  what  I 
have  to  decide.  That’s  where  you  must 
help  me  decide.  If  you  had  allowed  me, 
I  should  have  made  up  my  own  mind, 
on  my  own  responsibility;  but  you  won’t 
let  me.  Now  that  the  incident  at  Lake- 
field  is  no  good  as  evidence,  I  see  that 
you  will  never  rest  until  we  come  to  the 
plainest  of  plain  speech.  The  problem 
I’ve  had  to  solve  is  this:  Is  Diane  Eve- 
leth  to  be  happy,  or  am  I  ?  Is  she  to  rise, 
while  I  go  under,  or  shall  I  keep  her  down, 
and  stay  on  the  surface  ?  Since  it’s  her 
life  or  mine,  which  is  it  to  be?  The 
alternative  may  be  a  brutal  one,  but  there 
it  is.” 

“  And  you’ve  decided  in  your  own 
favor  ?” 

“  So  far.  I’ve  been  actuated  by  the 
instinct  of  self-preservation.” 

“  And  are  you  going  to  persist  in  it  ?” 

“  That’s  for  you  to  tell  me.  But  I 
should  like  to  remind  you  first  of  this, 
that  if  I  don’t — I  go.” 

“  And  what  if — if  I  went  with  you  ?” 

“  You  couldn’t.  The  journey  would  be 
too  long.” 

“  But  you  needn’t  go  so  far  if  I’m 
there.” 

“  I  couldn’t  take  you  with  me.  You 
must  understand  that.  I  once  knew  an 
American  girl  who  married  a  man  who 
cheated  at  cards,  and  buried  herself  alive 
with  him.  I  wouldn’t  let  a  woman  do 
that  for  me.” 

“  But  if  she  wanted  to  ?” 

“  In  that  case  she  ought  to  be  protected 
from  herself.  There’s  no  use  in  ruining 
two  lives  where  one  will  do.” 

“  There’s  such  a  thing  as  losing  your 
life  to  find  it.” 

“  If  so,  it’s  something  for  me  to  do — 
alone.” 

“  Isn’t  it  a  kind  of  moral  cowardice  to 
say  that?” 

“  I  don’t  think  so.  To  me  it  seems  only 
looking  things  squarely  in  the  face.  I’m 
not  the  sort  of  man  for  whom  there’s  any 
possibility  of  beginning  life  anew.  A 
man  like  me  can’t  live  things  down. 
When  once,  by  his  own  confession,  he 
has  lost  his  honor,  there’s  no  rehabilita¬ 
tion  that  can  make  him  a  man  again. 
Like  Cain,  he  has  got  to  go  out  from  the 
presence  of  the  Lord;  only,  unlike  Cain, 


there’s  no  land  of  Nod  waiting  to  receive 
•him.  There’s  no  place  for  him  anywhere 
on  earth.  A  few  years  ago,  when  I  was 
motoring  in  the  Black  Forest  with  the 
d’Aubignys,  we  dropped  into  a  little  hole 
of  an  inn,  as  nearly  out  of  the  world  as 
anything  could  be.  As  we  approached 
the  door  a  man  got  up  from  a  bench  and 
shambled  away.  When  he  had  got  to 
what  he  considered  a  safe  distance  he 
turned  to  look  at  us.  I  knew  him.  It 
was  Jacques  de  la  Tour  de  Lorme.” 

“  Really  ?” 

“  The  poor  wretch  had  hidden  himself 
in  that  God-forsaken  spot,  where  he  sup¬ 
posed  no  one  would  ever  be  able  to  track 
him  down;  but  we  had  done  it.  I’ve 
never  forgotten  his  weary  gait  or  the 
•woe-begone  look  in  his  eyes.  It  is  what 
would  come  to  me  if  I  waited  for  it.” 

“I  don’t  see  why.  There’s  no  sim¬ 
ilarity  between  the  cases.  Jacques  de  la 
Tour  de  Lorme  did  w^rong  he  never 
could  put  right.  You’d  be  doing  the  very 
thing  he  found  impossible.” 

He  shook  his  head. 

“  It  wouldn’t  make  any  difference  in 
my  world.  Nobody  there  would  think  of 
the  right  or  the  wrong;  they’d  only  con¬ 
sider  what  I’d  owned  to.  It’s  the  con¬ 
fession  that  would  ruin  me.” 

“  Surely  you  exaggerate.  You  could 
do  it  quietly.  No  one  need  know — outside 
Derek  Pruyn  and  two  or  three  more 
of  us.” 

“  I  don’t  do  things  in  that  way,”  he 
said,  with  an  odd  return  of  his  old-time 
pride.  “  If  I  put  the  woman  right,  it 
shall  be  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  I  don’t 
ask  to  have  things  made  easy  for  me.  If 
I  do  it  at  all,  I  shall  do  it  thoroughly. 
I’m  not  afraid  of  it  or  of  anything  it 
entails.  It’s  a  curious  thing  that  a  man 
of  my  make-up  is  afraid  of  being  ridi¬ 
culed  or  being  given  the  cold  shoulder; 
but  he’s  not  afraid  to  die.” 

Though  he  was  looking  straight  at  her, 
he  was  too  deeply  engrossed  in  his  own 
thoughts  to  see  how  proudly  her  head 
went  up,  or  to  note  the  flash  of  splendid 
light  in  which  her  glance  enveloped  him. 

“  I  was  all  ready  to  die,”  he  pursued,  in 
the  same  meditative  tone,  “  that  morning 
in  the  Pre  Catalan.  George  Eveleth 
could  have  had  my  life  for  the  asking. 
I’d  never  known  him  to  miss  his  mark, 
and  he  wouldn’t  have  missed  me — if  he 
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hadn’t  had  another  destination  for  his 
bullet.  I’ve  regretted  it  more  than  once. 
I’ve  had  pretty  nearly  all  that  life  could 
give  me — and  I’ve  made  a  mess  of  it.” 

“  You  haven’t  had — love,”  she  ven¬ 
tured. 

“  Love?”  he  echoed,  with  a  short  laugh. 
“  I’ve  had  every  kind  of  love  but  one ; 
and  that  I’m  not  worthy  of.” 

“  We  get  a  good  many  things  we’re  not 
worthy  of;  but  they  help  us  just  the 
same.” 

“  This  wouldn’t  help  me,”  he  returned, 
speaking  very  slowly.  “  I  shouldn’t  know 
what  to  do  with  it.  It  would  be  as  use¬ 
less  to  me  in  my  new  conditions  as  a 
chaplet  of  pearls  to  a  slave  in  the  galleys. 
So,  what  would  you  do  ?” 

“  I’d  do  right  at  any  cost.” 

She  scarcely  knew  that  the  words  were 
spoken,  so  intent  was  her  thought  on  the 
strange  mixture  of  elements  in  his  per¬ 
sonality.  It  was  not  until  she  had  waited 
in  vain  for  a  response  that  she  found  the 
echo  of  her  speech  still  in  her  mental 
hearing  and  recognized  its  import.  Her 
first  impulse  was  to  cry  out  and  take  it 
back ;  but  she  restrained  herself  and  wait¬ 
ed.  It  was  an  instant  in  which  the  love 
of  daring,  that  was  so  instinctive  in  her 
nature,  blew,  as  it  were,  a  trumpet- 
challenge  to  the  same  passion  in  his  own, 
while  they  sat  staring  at  one  another, 
wide-eyed  and  speechless,  in  the  dancing 
firelight. 

CHAPTER  XXIY 

OX  the  following  day  the  Marquis 
de  Bienville  found  the  execution 
of  any  intentions  he  might  have 
had  towards  Derek  Pruyn  postponed  by 
the  circumstance  that  Miss  Regina  Van 
Tromp  was  dead.  The  helpless  inar¬ 
ticulate  life,  which  for  three  years  had 
served  as  a  bond  to  hold  more  active 
existences  together,  had  failed  suddenly, 
leaving  in  the  little  group  a  curious  im¬ 
pression  of  collapse.  It  became  per¬ 
ceptible  that  the  hushed  sick-room,  where 
Miss  Lucilla  and  Mrs.  Eveleth  were  the 
only  ministrants,  had  in  reality  been  a 
centre  for  those  who  never  entered  it, 
Now  that  the  living  presence  was  with¬ 
drawn,  there  came  the  consciousness  of 
dispersing  interests,  inseparable  from  the 
passing  away  of  the  long  established, 
which  gives  the  spirit  pause. 


The  days  before  the  funeral  became  a 
period  of  suspended  action,  in  which  Life 
refrained  from  too  marked  a  manifesta¬ 
tion  of  its  energies,  out  of  reverence  for 
Death.  Even  when  the  grave  was  filled 
in,  and  the  will  read,  and  the  family 
face  to  face  with  its  new  conditions,  there 
was  a  respectful  absence  of  hurry  in 
beginning  the  work  of  reconstruction. 
The  lull  lasted,  in  fact,  till  James  Van 
Tromp  arrived  from  Paris;  and  it  was 
broken  then  only  by  the  banker’s  desire 
u  to  get  things  settled,”  with  all  possible 
speed,  so  that  he  might  return  to  the 
rue  Auber. 

The  first  sign  of  real  disintegration 
came  from  Mrs.  Eveleth.  She  had  waited 
for  the  arrival  of  the  man  whom  she 
looked  upon  now  as  her  confidential  ad¬ 
viser,  to  make  the  announcement  that, 
since  Miss  Lucilla  would  no  longer  need 
her,  she  meant  to  have  a  home  of  her 
own.  The  economies  she  had  been  able 
to  make  during  the  last  two  years,  to¬ 
gether  with  a  legacy  from  Miss  Van 
Tromp,  would,  when  added  to  “  her  own 
income,”  provide  her  with  modest  com¬ 
fort  for  the  rest  of  her  days.  There 
was  something  triumphant  in  the  way 
in  which  she  proclaimed  her  independence 
of  the  daughter-in-law  who  had  been  the 
author  of  so  many  of  her  woes.  It  was 
the  old  banker  himself  who  brought  this 
intelligence  to  Diane. 

During  the  fortnight  he  had  been  in 
New  York  he  had  formed  an  almost 
daily  habit  of  dropping  in  on  her.  She 
was  the  more  surprised  at  his  doing  so 
from  the  fact  that  her  detachment  from 
the  rest  of  the  circle  of  which  she  had 
formed  a  part  was  now  complete.  She 
had  gone  to  see  Miss  Lucilla  with  words 
of  sympathy,  but  her  reception  was  such 
that  she  came  away  with  cheeks  flaming. 
Miss  Lucilla  had  said  nothing;  she  had 
only  wept ;  but  she  had  wept  in  a  way  to 
show  that  Diane  herself,  more  than  the 
departed  Miss  Regina,  was  the  motive 
of  her  grief.  After  that  Diane  had  re¬ 
mained  shut  up  in  her  linen-room,  find¬ 
ing  in  its  occupied  seclusion  something 
of  the  peace  which  the  nun  seeks  in 
the  cloister. 

There  was  no  one  but  the  old  man  to 
push  his  way  into  her  sanctuary,  and  for 
his  visits  she  was  grateful.  They  not 
only  relieved  the  tedium  of  her  days,  but 
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they  brought  her  news  from  that  small 
world  into  which  her  most  vital  interests 
had  become  absorbed. 

“  So  the  old  lady  is  set  up  for  life  on 
your  money/’  he  observed,  as  he  watched 
Diane  hold  a  white  table-cloth  up  to  the 
light  and  search  it  for  imperfections. 

“  It  isn’t  my  money  now ;  and  even  if 
it  were  I'd  rather  she  had  the  use  of  it. 
She  would  have  had  much  more  than 
that  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  me.” 

“She  might;  and  then  again  she 
mightn’t.  Who  told  you  what  would  have 
happened — if  everything  had  been  dif¬ 
ferent  from  what  it  is  ?  There  are  people 
who  think  they  would  have  had  plenty  of 
money  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  me;  but  that 
doesn’t  prove  they’re  right.” 

“  In  any  case  I’m  glad  she  has  it.” 

“  That’s  because  you’re  a  very  foolish 
little  woman,  as  I  told  you  when  you 
came  to  me  three  years  ago.  I  said  then 
that  you’d  be  sorry  for  it  some  day — ” 

“  But  I’m  not.” 

“Tut!  tut!  Don’t  tell  me!  Can’t  I 
see  with  my  own  eyes?  No  woman  could 
lose  her  good  looks  as  you’ve  done  and 
not  know  she’s  made  a  mistake.  How  old 
are  you  now  ?” 

“  I’m  twenty-seven.” 

“Dear  me!  dear  me!  You  look  forty.” 

“  I  feel  eighty.” 

“  Yes ;  I  dare  say  you  do.  Any  one 
who’s  got  into  so  many  scrapes  as  you 
have  must  feel  the  burden  of  time.  I 
don’t  think  I  ever  saw  a  young  woman 
make  such  poor  use  of  her  opportunities. 
Why  didn’t  you  marry  Derek  Pruyn?” 

Diane  kept  herself  quite  still,  her 
needle  arrested  half  way  through  its 
stitch.  She  took  time  to  reflect  that  it 
was  useless  to  feel  annoyed  at  anything 
he  might  say,  and  when  she  formed  her 
answer  it  was  in  the  spirit  of  meeting 
him  in  his  own  vein. 

“  What  makes  you  think  I  ever  had 
the  chance?” 

“  Because  I  gave  it  to  you  myself.” 

“You,  Mr.  Van  Tromp?” 

“  Yes ;  me.  I  did  all  that  wire-pulling 
when  you  first  came  to  New  York;  and 
1  did  it,  just  so  that  you  might  hook 
him.” 

“  Oh?” 

“I  did,”  he  declared,  proudly.  “And 
if  you  had  been  the  woman  T  took  you 
for,  you  could  have  had  him.” 


“  But  suppose  I — didn’t  want  him  ?” 

“  Oh,  don’t  tell  me  that,”  he  said,  pity¬ 
ingly.  “  Why  shouldn’t  you  want  him  ? — 
just  as  much  as  he’d  want  you?” 

“  Well,  I’ll  put  it  that  way  if  you 
like.  Suppose  he  didn’t  want  me?” 

“  Then  the  more  fool  he.  I  picked  you 
out  for  him  on  purpose.” 

“May  I  ask  why ?” 

“  Certainly.  I  saw  he  was  getting  on 
in  life,  and  as  he’d  been  a  good  many 
years  a  widower,  I  imagined  he’d  had 
some  difficulty  in  getting  any  one  to 
have  him.  If  he’s  good-looking,  he’s  not 
what  you’d  call  very  bright;  and  he’s  got 
a  temper  like — well,  I  won’t  .say  what. 
I’d  pity  the  woman  who  got  him,  that’s 
all;  and  so — ” 

“  And  so  you  thought  you’d  pity  me.” 

“  I  did  pity  you  as  it  was.  It  seemed 
to  me  you  couldn’t  be  worse  off,  not  even 
if  you  married  Derek  Pruyn.” 

“  It  was  certainly  good  of  you  to  give 
me  the  opportunity;  and  if  I  had  only 
known — ” 

“  You  would  have  let  it  slip  through 
your  fingers  just  the  same.  You’re  one 
of  the  young  women  who  will  always 
stand  in  their  own  light.  I  dare  say, 
now,  that  if  I  told  you  I  was  willing  to 
marry  you  myself,  you  wouldn’t  profit 
by  the  occasion.” 

“  I  should  never  want  to  profit  by  your 
loss,  Mr.  Van  Tromp.” 

“  But  suppose  I  could  afford — to  lose  ?” 

Unable  to  answer  him  there,  she  held 
her  peace,  though  it  was  a  relief  that, 
before  he  had  time  to  speak  again,  a 
page-boy  knocked  at  the  door  and  entered 
with  a  card.  Diane  took  it  hastily  and 
read  the  name. 

“  Tell  the  gentleman  I  can’t  see  him,” 
she  said,  with  a  visible  effort  to  speak 
steadily. 

“Wait!”  the  banker  ordered,  as  the 
boy  was  about  to  turn.  “  Who  is  it  ?” 
Without  ceremony  he  drew  the  card  from 
Diane’s  hand  and  looked  at  it.  “  Heu  !" 
he  cried.  “  It’s  he,  is  it  ?  Of  course 
you’ll  see  him ;  of  course  you  will ;  of 
course !  Here,  boy,  I’ll  go  with  you  and 
tell  him  so.” 

Eollowing  the  boy  along  a  corridor, 
he  entered  the  little  parlor,  where  the 
tall,  sallow,  haggard  man,  waiting  rest¬ 
lessly,  took  no  notice  of  him  until  he 
spoke. 
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“  Bonjour,  Monsieur  de  Bienville 

Bienville  started,  with  the  start  of  a 
man  grown  accustomed  to  sudden  fright. 

“  You  know  me?”  he  asked,  nervously. 

“  By  name ;  and  I  think  that  in  the 
same  way  you  probably  know  me.  I've 
had  many  dealings  with  your  men  of 
business.  I’m  James  Van  Tromp.” 

“Ah!  The  godfather  of  Miss  Grim- 
ston  ?” 

“Yes;  I’m  her  godfather;  but  I’m 
more  than  her  godfather,  I’m.  her  friend ; 
I’m  even  more  than  her  friend,  I’m  her 
confidant.  Can  you  guess  what  that 
means  ?  In  the  fortnight  that  I’ve  been 
here  she’s  told  me  a  good  many  things 
which,  probably,  nobody  knows  but  me — 
and  you.” 

“  As  yet,”  Bienville'  added.  “  Some  of 
them  I  mean  to  tell — ” 

“  Then  I  hope  you’ll  do  it  soon.” 

“  I  do  nothing  under’  threat,  monsieur,” 
the  young  man  declared,  making  an  effort 
to  assert  himself. 

“  Unfortunately  it’s*  the  only  kind  of 
persuasion  I  can  bring  to1  bear  on  you. 
Since  you  know  I’m.  Miss  Grimston’s 
godfather,  you  know  I’m  a  banker;  and 
you  know  too  that  as  a  banker  I  hold 
certain  mortgages,  and  that  behind  the 
mortgages  there’s  a  great  chateau,  and 
that  behind  the  chateau  there’s  yourself, 
and  that  I  can.  bring  you,  and  everything 
that’s  left  to  you,  to  ruin,  and,  by  God! 
I’ll  do  it,  if  you  don’t  carry  out  to  the 
letter  everything  I  bid  you.” 

The  face  he  raised  on  Bienville  was 
not  that  which  Diane  Eveleth  had  seen, 
even  when  it  frightened  her  the  most. 
If  its  expression  was  comparable  to  any¬ 
thing,  it  was  to  that  of  an  aged  lion  when 
he  sights  his  foe. 

“  But  I  needn’t  tell  you  what  you’ve  ' 
got  to  do,”  the  old  man  continued,  in 
another  voice.  “  You’re  going  where 
you’ll  see  what  will  be  far  more  eloquent 
than  any  words  of  mine.  You’ll  see  a 
woman,  born  to  a  position  as  noble  as 
your  own,  doing  a  servant’s  work  for  a 
servant’s  wage,  and  doing  it  with  a  for¬ 
titude  before  which  any  courage  you  may 
have  ever  shown  would  be  mere  coward¬ 
ice.  Go  and  look  at  her,  Bienville!  Go 
and  look  at  her,  and  remember  that  you’re 
a  man !  I'll  give  you  twenty-four  hours 
in  which  to  make  her  reparation.” 

“  I  shall  not  require  as  long  as  that,” 


he  said,  hoarsely. 

“  I'll  give  you  the  twenty-four  hours, 
just  the  same.  You  may  take  as  little 
or  as  much  of  them  as  you  choose;  but 
I  swear  to  you,  by  God  above,  that  if  it 
isn’t  done  in  that  time,  I’ll  make  you  call 
on  the  rocks  to  fall  on  you  and  on  the 
hills  to  cover  you.” 

Without  another  word  he  turned  and 
plodded  from  the  room,  shooting  out  his 
under  lip  and  pulling  his  hat  down  over 
his  shaggy  brows,  till  he  looked  more 
than  ever  like  an  ogre. 

Arrived  in  Gramercy  Park,  the  banker 
pottered  about  his  apartment  until,  on 
hearing  the  door  bell  ring,  he  looked  out 
of  the  window  and  recognized  Derek 
Pruyn’s  chauffeur.  On  the  stairs,  as  he 
went  down,  he  heard  Miss  Lucille’s  voice 
in  the  hall. 

“  Oh,  come  in,  Derek.  Marion  isn’t 
here  yet,  but  she  won’t  be  long.  I  asked 
you  to  come  punctually,  because  I  gath¬ 
ered  from  her  note  that  she  wanted  to 
see  you  very  particularly,  and  without 
Mrs.  Bayford’s  knowledge.  She  has  evi¬ 
dently  something  on  her  mind  that  she 
wants  to  tell  you.” 

“Hello,  dears!”  the  old  man  interrupt¬ 
ed,  suddenly,  as,  leaning  heavily  on  the 
baluster,  he  descended  the  stairs.  “  I’ve 
got  good  news  for  you.” 

“Good  news,  Uncle  James?”  Miss 
Lucilla  said,  reproachfully.  With  her 
long,  grave  face  and  in  her  heavy  crape, 
she  looked  as  though  she  found  good  news 
decidedly  out  of  place. 

“  The  very  best,”  the  banker  declared, 
reaching  the  hall  and  taking  his  nephew 
and  niece  each  by  an  arm.  “  Come  into 
the  library  and  I’ll  tell  you.  There!” 
he  went  on,  pushing  Miss  Lucilla  into 
an  armchair,  when  they  had  entered  the 
big,  sombre  room.  “  Sit  down,  Derek, 
and  ma\e  yourself  comfortable.  Now, 
listen,  both  of  you.  You’re  going  to 
have  a  new  aunt.” 

“Oh,  Uncle  James!”  MisSf  Lucilla 
cried,  in  the  voice  of  a  person*  about  to 
faint. 

“You’re  going  to  be  married!”  Derek 
roared,  with  the  fury  of  a  father  ad¬ 
dressing  a  wayward  son. 

“  That’s  it.  You’ve  struck  it.  I  can 
see  that  you  wish  me  joy.  No  need  to  say 
it,  with  such  faces  as  yours.” 
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lie  drew  up  a  chair  and  sat  opposite 
them. 

“  It’s  a  young  woman  whom  I  never 
saw  until  she  came  to  transact  a  little 
business  with  me,  three  years  ago.” 

“  That’s  a  very  old  story,  uncle,”  Derek 
exclaimed,  warningly.  “  It  looks  worse 
than  I  expected.” 

“  It’s  one  of  the  old  stories  that  are 
ever  new,  my  boy.  Wait  till  you  hear 
the  rest  of  it.  On  my  side  it  was  a  case 
of  love  at  first  sight !” 

“  But  it  was  three  years  ago.” 

“  Yes,  Derek.  Oh,  I  haven’t  been  in 
a  hurry !  There’s  no  fool  like  an  old 
fool,  they  say;  and  I  wasn’t  going  to  be 
caught  in  a  trap.  I  wanted  to  see  that 
the  young  woman  was  worthy  of  me  be¬ 
fore  I  committed  myself.  I  had  no  in¬ 
tention  of  being  married  for  my  money; 
not  I.” 

Derek  and  Lucilla  rolled  their  eyes 
towards  each  other  pityingly,  while  she 
tossed  her  head  and  moved  her  lips  in 
a  mute  exvlamation  of  compassion. 

“  The  young  woman,”  the  banker  went 
on  to  explain,  “  is  of  French  extraction, 
but  Irish  on  the  mother’s  side.” 

Derek  grasped  the  arms  of  his  chair 
and  half  rose,  making  an  inarticulate 
sound. 

“’Sh!  ’Sh!”  the  old  man  went'  on, 

lifting  a  warning  hand.  “  She’d  had 
reverses  of  fortune;  but  that  wasn’t  the 
reason  why  she  came  to  me.  Though  her 
husband  had  just  died,  leaving  nothing, 
she  had  her  own  dot ,  on  the  income  of 
which  she  could  have  lived.  But  that 
didn’t  suit  her.  Her  husband  had  left  a 
mother,  who  had  neither  dot  nor  any¬ 
thing  else  in  the  world.  At  the  age  of 
sixty  the  old  woman  was  a  pauper.  My 
little  lady  came  to  see  me  in  order  to 
transfer  all  her  own  money  secretly  to 
her  mother-in-law,  and  face  the  world 
herself  with  empty  hands.” 

“My  God!”  Derek  breathed,  just 
audibly.  Miss  Lucilla  sat  upright  and 
tense,  hot  tears  starting  to  her  eyes. 

“  Plucky,  wasn’t  it  ?”  the  uncle  went 
on,  complacently.  “  I  didn’t  approve  of 
it  at  first,  but  I  let  her  do  it  in  the  end, 
knowing  that  some  good  fellow  would 
make  it  up  to  her.” 

“  Don’t  joke,  uncle,”  Derek  cried, 
nervously.  “  Tt’s  too  serious  for  that.” 

“  I’m  not  joking.  It’s  what  I  did 


think.  And  if  the  world  wasn’t  full  of 
idiots  who  couldn’t  tell  diamonds  from 
glass,  a  little  woman  like  that  would  have 
been  snapped  up  long  ago.” 

Derek  sprang  up,  and  strode  across 
the  room. 

“  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,”  he  de¬ 
manded,  turning  abruptly,  “  that  she 
made  over  all  her  money  to  Mrs.  Eveleth 
— a  woman  who  has  deserted  her,  like  the 
rest  of  us?” 

“  That’s  what  she  did,  but  there’s  this 
to  be  said  for  the  old  lady,  that  she 
doesn’t  know  it.  She  thinks  it’s  the 
wreck  of  her  own  fortune,  and  Diane 
wouldn’t  let  me  tell  her  the  truth.  Since 
you  seem  to  be  interested  in  the  little 
story,”  he  added,  with  sarcasm,  “  you  may 
hear  all  about  it.” 

With  tolerable  accuracy  he  gave  the 
details  of  his  first  interview  with  Diane, 
three  years  previous.  Long  before  he  fin¬ 
ished,  Lucilla  was  weeping  silently,  while 
Derek  stood  like  a  man  turned  to  stone. 
Even  the  banker’s  own  face  took  on  an 
expression  of  whimsical  gravity  as  he 
said  in  conclusion : 

u  And  so  I’ve  decided  to  give  her  a 
home — that  is,”  he  added,  significantly, 
“  if  no  one  else  will.” 

“Do  you  mean  that  for  me?”  Derek 
asked,  in  a  tone  too  low  for  Lucilla  to 
hear  it. 

“  Oh  no— not  particularly.  I  mean  it 
for — any  one.” 

“  Because,”  Derek  went  on,  “  as  for 
me— I’m  not  worthy  to  have  her  under 
my  roof.” 

The  banker  made  no  comment,  sitting 
in  a  hunched  attitude,  and  humming  to 
himself  in  a  cracked  voice  "while  Derek 
stared  at  him. 

They  were  still  in  this  position  when 
Marion  Grimston  was  shown  in. 

CHAPTER  XXV 

GREETINGS  having  been  exchanged, 
it  was  Miss  Lucilla’s  policy  to  draw 
her  uncle  away  to  some  other  room,  leav¬ 
ing  Marion  free  to  have  her  conference 
with  Pruyn;  but  the  old  man  settled 
himself  in  his  chair  again,  with  no  in¬ 
tention  of  quitting  the  field.  Derek,  too, 
entered  on  the  task  of  dislodging  him, 
but  without  success.  Nursing  his  knee, 
and  peering  at  Marion  with  bulgy,  short- 
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sighted  eyes,  the  banker  kept  her  answer¬ 
ing  questions  as  to  Mrs.  Bayford’s  health, 
blind  to  the  fact  that  her  heart  was 
breaking. 

The  cousins  exchanged  baffled,  impa¬ 
tient  glances,  while  Lucilla  managed  to 
say  in  an  undertone:  “Take  Marion  to 
the  drawing-room.  We'll  never  get  him 
to  go.” 

Pruyn  was  about  to  comply  with  this 
suggestion,  when  the  footman  threw  open 
the  library  door  again.  For  half  a  min¬ 
ute  no  one  appeared,  though  a  sound  of 
smothered  voices  from  the  hall  caused  the 
four  within  the  room  to  sit  in  strangely 
aroused  expectancy. 

“No,  no;  I  can’t  go  in,”  came  a  wom¬ 
an’s  whispered  protest.  “  You  can  do 
it  without  me.” 

“  You  must”  was  the  man’s  response ; 
and  a  second  later  the  Marquis  de  Bien¬ 
ville  was  on  the  threshold,  standing 
aside  as  Diane  Eveleth  entered. 

Derek  sprang  to  his  feet,  but,  as  if  pet¬ 
rified  by  a  sense. of  his  own  impotence, 
stood  still.  Miss  Lucilla,  with  the  in¬ 
stincts  of  the  hostess  awake,  even  in  these 
strange  conditions,  went  forward,  Avith 
her  hand  half  outstretched,  and  the 
words  “  Monsieur  de  Bienville  ”  on  her 
lips.  The  old  man  sprang  up,  and  taking 
Diane’s  hand,  drew  it  within  his  arm, 
with  a  protection  for  which  she  was 
grateful,  while  she  suffered  him  to  lead 
her  some  few  steps  apart.  Marion  Grim- 
ston  alone,  seated  in  a  distant  corner, 
did  not  move.  With  her  arm  resting  on 
a  small  table  that  happened  to  be  beside 
her,  she  Avatched  the  rapidly  enacted 
scene,  Avith  the  detachment  of  a  spectator 
looking  at  a  play.  She  had  thrown  back 
her  black  ATeil  over  her  hat;  and  against 
the  dark  background  her  face  had  the 
grave  marble- whiteness  of  classic  features 
in  stone. 

During  the  minute  of  interrogatory 
silence  that  ensued,  Bienville,  Avith  quick 
reversion  to  the  habits  of  the  drawing¬ 
room,  Avas  able  to  re-establish  his  self- 
control.  With  his  hat,  his  gloves,  and 
his  stick,  he  had  that  air  of  the  casual 
visitor  Avhich  helped  to  ghre  him  back 
the  sensation  of  having  his  feet  on  ac¬ 
customed  ground. 

“  I  must  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Van 
Tromp,  for  disturbing  you,”  he  said, 
addressing  himself  to  Miss  Lucilla,  aaJlo 


stood  in  the  foreground.  “  I  shouldn’t 
have  done  so  if  I  hadn’t  something  of 
great  importance  to  say.” 

His  voice  was  so  calm  that  Miss  Lucil¬ 
la  could  not  do  otherwise  than  reply  in 
the  same  Arein  of  commonplace  formality. 

“  I’m  very  glad  to  see  you,  Monsieur 
de  Bienville.  Won’t  you  sit  doAvn?  I 
Avas  just  going  to  ring  for  tea.” 

“  Thank  you,”  he  said,  with  a  waive 
of  the  hand  that  declined  witholit  Avords 
the  proffered  entertainment.  “  Perhaps 
I  had  better  say  what  I  have  to  say — 
and  go.” 

“  Oh,  if  you  think  so — !” 

Having  fulfilled  her  necessary  duties 
as  mistress  of  the  house,  she  felt  at  lib¬ 
erty  to  fall  back  a  pace,  leaving  Bien- 
ville  isolated  in  the  doorAvay. 

“  Mr.  Pruyn,”  he  said,  after  further 
brief  hesitation,  “  I  come  to  make  a  con¬ 
fession,  which  can  scarcely  be  a  confes¬ 
sion  to  any  one  in  this  room — but  you.” 

Derek  grew  white  to  the  lips,  but  re¬ 
mained  motionless,  Avhile  Bienville  went 
on. 

“  On  the  way  up  from  South  America 
last  spring  I  said  certain  things  about 
a  certain  lady,  which  Avere  not  true.  I 
said  them  first  out  of  thoughtless  folly; 
but  I  maintained  them  afterAvards  with 
deliberate  intent.  When  I  pretended  to 
take  them  back,  I  did  so  in  a  Avay  which, 
as  I  knew,  must  convince  you  further.” 

“  It  did.” 

As  he  brought  out  the  tAvo  words, 
Derek  tried  to  look  at  Diane,  but  she  Avas 
clinging  to  the  arm  of  old  James  Van 
Tromp,  Avhile  her  scared  eyes  A\Tere  rrceted 
on  Bienville. 

“  I’m  telling  you  the  truth  to-day,” 
Bienville  continued,  “  partly  because  cir¬ 
cumstances  have  forced  my  hand,  partly 
because  some  one  Avhom  I  greatly  respect 
desires  it,  and  partly  because  something 
Avithin  myself — J  might  almost  call  it  the 
manhood  I’ve  been  fighting  against — has 
made  it  imperative.  I’ve  come  to  the 
point  where  my  punishment  is  greater 
than  I  can  bear.  I’m  not  so  lost  to  honor 
as  not  to  know  that  life  is  no  longer  worth 
the  living  when  honor  is  lost  to  me.” 

He  spoke  without  a  tremor,  leaning  easily 
on  the  head  of  the  cane  he  held  against 
his  hip.  The  pallor  of  his  face  gave  to 
his  hair  and  beard  a  certain  ghostly 
blackness,  Avhile  his  broAvn  eyes  gloAved 
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with  the  luminosity  of  burnished  copper. 

“  I  must  do  myself  the  justice  to  say 
that  the  wrong-  of  which  I  was  guilty 
had  its  origin,  at  the  first,  in  a  sort 
of  inadvertence.  I  had  no  intention  of 
doing  any  one  irreparable  harm.  I  was 
taking  part  in  a  game,  but  I  meant 
to  play  it  fairly.  The  lady  of  whom  I 
speak  would  bear  me  out  when  I  say  that 
the  people  among  whom  she  and  I  were 
born — in  France — in  Paris — engage  in 
this  game  as  a  sort  of  sport,  and  we  call 
it — love.  It  isn’t  love  in  any  of  the 
senses  in  which  you  understand  it  here. 
We  give  it  a  meaning  of  our  own.  It’s 
a  game  that  requires  the  combination  of 
many  kinds  of  skill,  and  if  it  doesn’t  call 
for  a  conspicuous  display  of  virtues,  it 
lays  all  the  greater  emphasis  on  its  own 
few,  stringent  rules.  Like  all  other 
sports,  it  demands  a  certain  kind  of 
integrity,  in  which  the  moralist  could 
easily  pick  holes,  but  which  nevertheless 
constitutes  its  saving  grace.  Well,  in 
this  game  of  love  I — cheated.  I  said, 
one  day,  that  I  had  won,  when  I  hadn’t 
won,  I  said  it  to  people  who  welcomed 
my  victory  not  through  friendship  for 
me,  but  from  envy  of — her.” 

The  perspiration  began  to  stand  in 
beads  upon  his  forehead,  but  he  held 
himself  erect,  and  went  on  with  the  same 
outward  tranquillity.  His  eyes  were 
fixed  on  Pruyn’s,  and  Pruyn’s  on  his,  in 
a  gaze  from  which  even  the  nearest  ob¬ 
jects  were  excluded. 

“  In  the  little  group  in  which  we  lived 
her  position  was  peculiar.  She  was  both 
within  our  gates  and  without  them. 
While  she  was  one  of  us  by  birth,  she 
was  a  stranger  by  education  and  by  mar¬ 
riage.  She  was  admitted  with  a  welcome, 
and  at  the  same  time  with  a  question. 
She  was  a  mark  for  enmity  from  the 
very  first.  There  was  something  about 
her  that  challenged  our  institutions.  In 
among  our  worn-out  passions,  and  mori¬ 
bund  ideals,  she  brought  a  freshness  we 
resented.  She  made  our  prejudices  seem 
absurd  from  contrast  with  her  own  san¬ 
ity,  and  showed  our  moral  standards  to  be 
rotten  by  the  light  of  the  something  clear 
and  virginal  in  her  character.  I  can’t 
tell  you  how  this  effect  was  brought  about, 
but  there  were  few  of  us  who  weren’t 
aware  of  it,  as  there  were  few  of  us  who 
didn’t  hate  it.  There  was  but  one  im¬ 


pulse  among  us — to  catch  her  in  a  fault, 
to  make  her  no  better  than  ourselves. 
The  daring  of  her  innocence  afforded  us 
many  opportunities;  and  we  made  use  of 
them.  One  man  after  another  confessed 
himself  defeated.  Then  came  my  turn. 
I  wasn’t  merely  defeated.  I  was  put  to 
utter  rout,  with  ridicule  and  scorn.  That 
was  too  much  for  me.  I  couldn’t  stand 
it;  and — and — I  lied.” 

“  Oh,  Bienville,  that  ’ll  do,”  Diane 
cried  out,  in  a  pleading  wail.  “  Don’t 
say  any  more.” 

“  I’m  not  sure  that  there’s  any  more 
1  need  to  say.  The  rest  can  be  easily 
understood.  Every  one  knows  how  a 
man  who  lies  once  is  obliged  to  lie  again, 
and  again,  and  yet  again,  unless  he  frees 
himself  as  I  do.  When  I  began  I 
thought  I  had  it  in  me  to  go  on  heroical¬ 
ly — but  I  hadn’t.  I  can’t  keep  it  up. 
I’m  not  one  of  the  master  villains,  who 
command  respect  from  force  of  prowess. 
I’m  a  weakling  in  evil,  as  in  good,  fit 
neither  for  God  nor  for  the  devil.  But 
that’s  my  affair.  I  needn’t  trouble  any 
one  here  with  what  only  concerns  my¬ 
self.  It’s  too  late  for  me  to  make  every¬ 
thing  right  now;  but  I’ll  do  what  I  can 
before — before — I  mean,”  he  stammered 
on,  “  I’ll  write.  I’ll  write  to  the  people — 
there  were  only  a  few  of  them — to  whom 
I  actually  used  the  words  I  did.  I’ll  ask 
them  to  correct  the  impression  I  have 
given.  I  know  they’ll  do  it,  when  they 
know — ” 

He  stopped  helplessly.  The  lustre  died 
out  of  his  eyes,  and  his  pallor  became 
sallowness. 

“  But  I’ve  said  enough,”  he  began, 
again,  making  a  tremendous  effort  to 
regain  his  self-mastery.  “  You  can  have 
no  doubt  as  to  my  meaning;  and  you  will 
be  able  to  fill  in  anything  I  may  have 
left  unspoken.  Now,”  he  added,  sweep¬ 
ing  the  room  with  a  look,  “  now — I’d 
better — go.” 

“  No,  by  God!  you  infernal,  black¬ 
hearted  scoundrel,”  shouted  Derek  Pruyn, 
“  you  shall  not  go.” 

All  the  suffering  of  months  shot  out  in 
the  red  gleam  of  his  eyes,  while  the 
muscular  tension  of  his  neck  was  like 
that  of  an  infuriated  mastiff.  In  three 
strides  he  was  across  the  room,  with 
clenched  fist  uplifted.  Bienville  had  bare¬ 
ly  time  in  which  to  fold  his  arms  and 
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stand  with  feet  together  and  head  erect, 
awaiting  the  blow. 

“  Go  on,”  he  said,  as  Derek  stood  with 
hand  poised  above  him.  “  Go  on.” 

There  was  a  second  of  breathless  still¬ 
ness.  Then  slowly  the  clenched  fingers 
began  to  relax,  and  the  open  hand  de¬ 
scended,  softly,  gently,  on  Bienville’s 
shoulder.  Between  the  two  men  there 
passed  a  look  of  things  unspeakable,  till, 
with  bent  head  and  drooping  figure,  Derek 
wheeled  away. 

“  I’ll  say  good-by — now.” 

Bienville’s  voice  was  husky,  but  he 
bowed  with  dignity  to  each  member  of 
the  company  in  turn,  and  to  Marion 
Grimston  last. 

“  Raoul !” 

The  name  arrested  him  as  he  was 
about  to  go.  He  looked  at  her  inquiringly. 

“  Raoul,”  she  said  again,  without  rising 
from  her  place,  “  I  promised  that  if  you 
ever  did  what  you’ve  done  to-day,  I  would 
be  your  wife.” 

“You  did,”  he  answered,  “but  I’ve  al¬ 
ready  given  you  to  understand  that  I 
claim  no  such  reward.” 

“  It  isn’t  you  who  would  be  claiming 
the  reward;  it’s  I.  I’ve  suffered  much. 
I’ve  earned  it.” 

“  The  very  fact  that  you’ve  suffered 
much  would  be  my  motive  in  not  allow¬ 
ing  you  to  suffer  more.” 

“  Raoul,  no  man  knows  the  sources  of 
a  woman’s  joy  and  pain.  How  can  you 
tell  from  what  to  save  me?” 

“  There’s  one  thing  from  which  I  must 
save  you  :  from  uniting  your  destiny  with 
that  of  a  man  who  has  no  future — from 
pouring  the  riches  of  your  heart  into 
a  bottomless  pit,  where  they  could  do  no 
one  any  good.  I  thank  you,  madem¬ 
oiselle,  with  all  my  soul.  I’ve  asked  you 
many  times  for  your  love;  and  of  the 
hard  things  I’ve  had  to  do  to-day  the 
hardest  is  to  give  it  back  to  you,  now, 
when  at  last  you  offer  it.  Don’t  add  to 
my  bitterness  by  urging  it  on  me.” 

“  But,  Raoul,”  she  cried,  raising  her¬ 
self  up,  and  finding  support  by  clinging 
to  the  carved  work  of  a  cabinet  against 
the  wall,  “  you  don’t  understand.  We 
regard  these  things  differently  here  from 
the  way  in  which  you  do  in  France.  It 
may  be  true,  as  you  say,  that  in  losing 
your  honor  you’ve  lost  all — in  French 
eyes;  but  we  don’t  feel  like  that.  We 


never  look  on  any  one  as  beyond  redemp¬ 
tion.  We  should  consider  that  a  man 
who  has  been  brave  enough  to  do  what 
you’ve  done  to-day  has  gone  far  to  es¬ 
tablish  his  moral  regeneration.  We  can 
honor  him,  in  certain  ways — in  certain 
ways,  Raoul — almost  more  than  if  he  had 
never  done  wrong  at  all.  None  of  us 
would  condemn  him,  or  cast  a  stone  at 
him  —  should  we,  Lucilla,  should  we, 
Mr.  Pruyn?” 

“  No,  no,”  Miss  Lucilla  sobbed.  “  We’d 
pity  him;  we’d  take  him  to  our  hearts.” 

“  She’s  right,  Bienville,”  Derek  mut¬ 
tered,  nodding  towards  Marion.  “  Better 
do  just  as  she  says.” 

“I’m  a  Frenchman.  I’m  a  Bienville. 
I  can’t  accept  mercy.” 

“  But  you  can  bestow  it,”  the  girl 
cried,  passionately.  “  Any  one  would  tell 
you  that,  after  all  that  has  happened — 
after  this — I  should  be  happier  in  sharing 
your  life  than  in  being  shut  out  of  it. 
I  appeal  to  you,  Lucilla !  I  appeal  to  you, 
Diane!  wouldn’t  any  woman  be  proud  to 
be  the  wife  of  Raoul  de  Bienville  after 
what  he  has  done  this  afternoon,  no  mat¬ 
ter  how  the  world  turned  against  him?” 

“  These  ladies,  in  the  goodness  of  their 
hearts,  might  say  anything  they  chose; 
but  nothing  would  alter  their  conviction 
that  for  you  to  be  my  wife  would  be  only 
to  add  misery  to  mistake.” 

“  That’s  so,”  the  old  man  corroborated, 
smacking  his  lips;  “but  you  wouldn’t  be 
much  worse  when  you’d  done  that  than 
you  are  now;  so  why  not  just  let  her 
have  her  way?” 

Bienville  tried  to  speak  again,  but  his 
dry  lips  refused  to  frame  the  words. 

“  Noble  .  .  .  impossible  .  .  .  drag  you 
down  .  .  .”  came  incoherently  from  him, 
when,  by  a  quick  backward  movement, 
he  stepped  over  the  threshold  into  the 
semi-obscurity  of  the  hall. 

The  act  was  so  sudden  that  seconds  had 
already  elapsed  before  Marion  Grimston 
uttered  the  cry  that  rent  her  like  the 
wail  of  some  strong,  primordial  creature 
without  the  power  of  tears. 

“  Raoul,  come  back !” 

With  rapid  motion  she  glided  across 
the  room,  and  was  in  the  hall. 

“  Raoul,  come  back !” 

She  had  descended  the  hall,  and  had 
almost  reached  him  as  he  opened  the  door 
to  pass  out. 
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“  Raoul,  I  love  you !” 

But  the  door  closed  as,  falling  against 
it,,  siie  sank  to  the  floor.  Before  Miss  Lu- 
cilia  and  James  Van  Tromp  could  reach 
her  she  was  already  losing  consciousness. 

CHAPTER  XXVI 

O ;  stay  where  you  are ;  I’ll  go.” 
Derek  spoke  with  the  terse  com¬ 
mand  of  subdued  excitement,  almost 
pushing  Diane  back,  as  she,  too,  at¬ 
tempted  to  go  to  Marion’s  assistance. 
She  sank  obediently  into  one  of  the 
great  chairs,  too  dazed  even  for  curiosity 
as  to  what  was  passing  in  the  hall. 
Derek  closed  the  door  behind  him,  and 
though  confused  sounds  of  voices  and 
shuffling  feet  reached  her,  she  gave  them 
but  a  dulled  attention.  It  was  not  till 
he  came  back  that  her  stunned  intelli¬ 
gence  revived  sufficiently  to  enable  her 
to  think. 

He  closed  the  door  again,  throwing 
himself  wearily  into  another  of  the  big 
leathern  chairs. 

“  They’ve  taken  her  into  Lucilla’s 
room.  She’ll  be  all  right  now.  It  was 
better  that  it  should  end  like  that.” 

“  I’m  not  so  sure.  I’m  afraid  for  him.” 

“  Oh,  he’ll  survive  it.” 

“You  don’t  know  our  Frenchmen. 
They’re  not  like  you,  nor  any  of  your 
men.  With  their  sensitiveness  to  honor 
and  their  indifference  to  moral  right,  it’s 
difficult  for  you  to  understand  them.  I 
shouldn’t  be  surprised  at  anything  he 
might  do.” 

“  I’ll  go  and  see  him  to-morrow  and 
try  to  knock  a  little  reason  into  him.” 

“  If  it  isn’t  too  late.” 

“  Oh,  I  dare  say  it  will  be.  Everything 
seems  to  be — too  late.” 

“  It’s  better  that  some  things  should 
come  too  late  rather  than  not  at  all.” 

“  What  things  do  you  mean  ?” 

“  I  suppose  I  mean  the  same  things 
as  you  do.” 

He  gave  a  long  sigh  that  was  some- 
fhing  of  a  groan,  slipping  down  in  his 
chair  into  an  attitude  not  of  informality, 
hut  of  dejection.  For  the  moment  neither 
was  equal  to  facing  the  great  subjects 
that  must  be  met. 

“  T  wonder  what  Bienville  will  do  to 
himself  ?”  he  asked,  suddenly,  changing 
his  position  with  nervous  brusqueness, 


leaning  forward  now,  with  his  elbows  on 
his  knees. 

“  I  wish  you’d  go  and  see  him  to-night.” 

“  Well,  perhaps  I  will.  I've  a  good 
deal  of  fellow-feeling  with  him.  I  can’t 
help  thinking  that  he  and  I  are  in  much 
the  same  box,  and  that  he  has  shown  me 
the  way  out.” 

“  Derek!” 

She  sprang  up  with  a  cry  of  alarm, 
standing,  with  hands  crossed  on  her 
breast,  in  a  sudden  access  of  terror. 

“  Oh,  don’t  be  afraid,”  he  laughed, 
grimly,  staring  up  at  her.  “  I’m  not  his 
sort.  There  are  no  heroics  about  me. 
Men  of  my  stamp  don’t  make  theatrical 
exits;  we’re  too  confoundedly  sane. 
Whether  we  do  well  or  whether  we  do  ill, 
we  plod  along  on  our  treadmill  round, 
from  the  house  to  the  office,  and  from  the 
office  to  the  grave,  as  if  we  never  had 
anything  on  the  conscience.  But  if  I 
had  the  spirit  of  Bienville,  do  you  know 
what  I  should  do  ?” 

“  No,  no,  no,”  she  burst  out.  “  Don’t 
say  it!  Don’t  say  it!” 

“  Then  I  won’t.  But  if  Bienville 
thought  of  it,  why  shouldn’t  I  ?  What 
has  he  done  that  is  worse  than  what  I’ve 
done?  What  has  he  done  that’s  as  bad? 
For,  after  all,  you  were  little  or  nothing 
to  him,  when  you  were  everything  to  me. 
I  knew  you  as  he  didn’t  know  you.  I 
had  lived  in  one  house  with  you,  watched 
you,  studied  you,  tried  you,  put  you  to 
tests  that  you  never  knew  anything  about, 
and  had  seen  ■  you  come  through  them 
successfully.  I  had  seen  how  you  bore 
misfortune;  I  had  seen  how  you  carried 
yourself  in  difficult  situations;  I  had  seen 
the  skill  with  which  you  ruled  my  house, 
and  the  wisdom  with  which  you  were 
more  than  a  mother  to  my  child ;  I  had 
seen  you  combine  with  all  that  is  most 
womanly  the  patience  and  fortitude  of 
a  man ;  and  it  wasn’t  enough  for  me ; 
it  wasn’t  enough  for  me !” 

He  threw  himself  back  into  his  seat, 
with  a  desperate  flinging  out  of  the  hands, 
letting  his  arms  drop  heavily  over  the 
sides  of  his  chair,  till  his  fingers  touched 
the  floor. 

“My  God!  My  God!”  he  groaned, 
ironically.  “  It  wasn’t  enough  for  me ! 
I  doubted  her.  I  doubted  her  on  the 
first  idle  word  that  came  my  way.  I 
did  more  than  doubt  her.  I  haled  her 
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into  my  court,  and  tried  her,  and  con¬ 
demned  her,  and,  as  nearly  as  might  be, 
put  her  to  death.  I,  with  my  ten  hun¬ 
dred  thousand  sins — all  of  them  as  black 
as  Erebus — found  her  not  pure  enough 
for  me !  It  ought  to  make  one  die  of 
laughter.” 

“  Diane,”  he  went  on,  in  another  tone — 
a  tone  of  ghastly  jocularity, — “  didn’t  it 
amuse  you,  knowing  yourself  to  be  what 
you  are, — knowing  what  you  had  done 
for  Mrs.  Eveleth — knowing  the  things 
Bienville  has  just  said  of  you — didn’t  it 
amuse  you  to  see  me  sitting  in  judgment 
on  you  ?” 

“  It  doesn’t  amuse  me  to  see  you  sit¬ 
ting  in  judgment  on  yourself.” 

“  Doesn’t  it  ?  I  should  think  it  would. 
It  seems  to  me  that  if  I  saw  a  man  who 
had  done  me  so  much  harm  visited  with 
such  awful  justice  as  I’m  getting  now,  it 
would  make  up  to  me  for  nearly  every¬ 
thing  I  ever  had  to  suffer.” 

“  In  my  case  it  only  adds  to  it.  I  wish 
you  wouldn’t  say  these  things.  If  you 
ever  did  me  wrong,  I  always  knew  it  was 
— by  mistake.” 

“  Oh,  Lord !  Oh,  Lord !”  He  laughed 
outright,  getting  up  from  his  chair  and 
dragging  himself  heavily  across  the  room, 
where,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and 
his  back  against  the  bookshelves,  he  stood 
facing  her.  “  What  do  you  think  of 
Bienville’s  attitude  towards  Marion  Grim- 
ston  ?”  he  asked,  with  an  inflection  that 
would  have  sounded  casual  if  it  had  not 
been  for  all  that  lay  behind. 

“  I  can  understand  it ;  but  I  think  he 
was  wrong.” 

“  You  think  he  ought  to  allow  her  to 
marry  him?” 

“  Weighing  one  thing  with  another — 
yes.” 

“  Would  you  marry  a  man  who  had 
shown  himself  such  a  hound?” 

“It  would  depend.” 

“  On  what  ?” 

“  Oh.  on  a  good  many  things.” 

“  Such  as — •?” 

She  hesitated  a  minute  before  deciding 
whether  or  not  to  walk  into  his  trap,  but 
as  his  eyes  were  on  the  ground  and  she 
felt  stronger  than  a  minute  or  two  ago, 
she  decided  to  do  it. 

“  It  would  depend,  for  one  thing,  on 
whether  or  not  I  loved  him.” 

“  And  if  you  did  love  him  ?” 


Again  she  hesitated,  before  making  up 
her  mind  to  speak. 

“  Then  it  would  depend  on  whether  or 
not  he  loved  me.” 

She  had  given  him  his  chance.  The 
word  he  had  never  uttered  must  come 
now  or  never.  For  an  instant  he  seemed 
about  to  seize  his  opportunity;  but  when 
he  actually  spoke  it  was  only  to  say: 

“  Would  you  marry  me?” 

“  No.”  She  gave  her  answer  firmly. 

“  No?” 

“  No.” 

“Why?” 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  threw 
out  her  hands,  but  said  nothing  in  words. 

“  Is  it  because  I  haven’t  expressed  re¬ 
gret  for  all  the  things  I  have — to  regret  ?” 

She  shook  her  head. 

“  Because  if  it  is,”  he  went  on,  “  I 
haven’t  done  it,  only  for  the  reason  that 
the  utmost  expression  would  be  so  in¬ 
adequate  as  to  become  a  mockery.  When 
a  man  has  sinned  against  light,  as  I’ve 
done,  no  mere  cries  of  contrition  are 
going  to  win  him  pardon.  That  must 
come  as  a  spontaneous  act  of  grace,  as 
it  wells  out  of  the  heart  of  th  Most  High 
— or  it  can’t  come  at  all.” 

“  That  isn’t  the  reason.” 

“  Then,  there’s  another  one  ?” 

“Yes;  another  one.” 

“  One  that’s  insurmountable  ?” 

“Yes;  as  things  are;  that’s  insur¬ 
mountable.’’ 

With  that  look  of  dumb,  unresenting 
sadness,  he  turned  away,  and  leaning  on 
the  mantelpiece,  stood  with  his  back  to¬ 
wards  her,  and  his  face  buried  in  his 
hands. 

Minutes  went  by  in  silence.  When  he 
spoke  it  was  over  his  shoulder,  and,  as 
it  were,  parenthetically: 

“  But,  Diane,  I  love  you.” 

He  stood  as  he  was,  listening,  but  as 
if  without  much  expectation,  for  a  re¬ 
sponse.  When  none  came,  and  he  turned 
round  inquiringly,  he  beheld  in  her  that 
radiant  change  which  was  visible  to  those 
who  saw  the  martyred  Stephen’s  face,  as 
he  gazed  straight  into  heaven. 

For  a  long  minute  he  stood  spellbound 
and  amazed. 

“Was  it  that?”  he  asked,  in  a  whisper. 

She  gave  him  no  reply. 

“  It  was  that,”  he  declared,  in  the  tone 
of  a  man  making  a  discovery.  “  It 
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was  that.” 

“  Why  didn’t  you  tell  me  so  before  ?” 
she  found  strength  to  say. 

“Tell  you,  Diane?  What  was  the  use 
of  telling  you — when  you  knew?  My  life 
has  been  open,  for  you  to  look  into  as 
you  would.” 

“  Yes,  but  not  to  go  into.  There’s  only 
one  key  that  unlocks  the  inner  shrine  of 
all — the  word  you’ve  just  spoken.  A 
woman  knows  nothing  till  she  hears  it.” 

He  looked  at  her  with  the  puzzled  air 
of  a  man  getting  strange  information. 

“  Well,”  he  said,  after  a  long  pause, 
“you’ve  heard  it.  So  what — now?” 

“  Now  I’m  willing  to  say  that  I  love 
you.” 

“  Oh,  but  I  knew  that  already,”  he  re¬ 


turned.  “  A  man  doesn’t  need  to  be  told 
what  he  can  see.  That  isn’t  what  I’m 
asking.  What  I  want  to  learn  is,  not 
what  you  feel,  but  what  you’ll — do.” 

She  smiled  faintly,  almost  with  a 
glimmer  of  amusement. 

“  I’m  asking  what  you’ll  —  do,”  he 
repeated. 

“  If  you  insist  on  my  telling  you  that,” 
she  said,  glancing  up  at  him  shyly,  “  I'll 
say  that — since  the  inner  shrine  is  un¬ 
locked — at  last — I’ll  go  in.” 

“  Then,  come,  come.” 

He  stood  with  arms  open,  his  tone  of 
petition  still  blended  with  a  suggestion 
of  command,  as  she  crossed  the  room 
towards  him. 

THE .  END. 


